iste 
He 


54Е4 ZETO 0090 Е 


ІШІ 


KH 
€26l $7 ІП Else Sd 
WS 


, A SACRAMENTO STATE COLLEGE LIBRARY 


This book is due on the last date stamped below or on the date 
to which renewed. 

Failure to return books on the date due will result in assessment 
of prescribed fines. 


| 8 1900 
| NOY з 0 1960 
DEC 2 1950 


1 TING: 


JUL 24 1963 


IN S 1968 


ACD 
Ші 1 O 107) 


JUN 10 1970 


70987 2-58 15M ® spo 


THE LIGHT GUITAR 
Ф 


Books BY 


ARTHUR GUITERMAN 
THE MIRTHFUL LYRE 
THE LAUGHING MUSE 
THE LIGHT GUITAR 


HARPER & BROTHERS, PUBLISHERS 


ТНЕ 
LIGHT 
GUITAR 


BY 


ARTHUR GUITERMAN 


Author of 4 
“THE LAUGHING MUSE,” “ТНЕ MIRTHFUL LYRE” 


HARPER & BROTHERS, PUBLISHERS 
NEW YORK AND LONDON 


Tue author acknowledges with thanks the cour- 
tesy of the editors of Life, The Saturday Evening 
Post, Harper s Magazine, The Ladies’ Home Journal, 
St. Nicholas, Scribner’s Magazine, Woman’s Home 
Companion, The Delineator, The Designer, Collier’s 
Weekly, The Youths Companion, The Pictorial 
Review, Judge, The New York Times, The New York 
Tribune, The New York World, The New York Sun, 
The Literary Review of the New York Evening Post, 
The Outlook, The Nation, The Independent, and 
The Bookman, in granting permission to reprint the 


verses contained in this book. 


THE LIGHT GUITAR 


Copyright, 1923 
By Harper & Brothers 
Printed in the U.S.A. 


First Edition 
н-х 


CONTENTS 


OE ЕНСЕ ОДА A ЕР ет 


WORDS AND MUSIC 


THE ELMER AND MYRTLE Cyc ie, PRELUDE I 

Ат THE MoviEs . Ny TE Мет 3 
ШЕ Ек” ho 225202226 

Ат THE Picnic 9 

АУҒА ЕНІ e н EL аа о, 
te ot ihc hikes Stare Goce ek 
PROVERBIAL MELANCHOLIA . . . . . 17 
EDUCATION О е ат АРЕ 
ШнЕСУІЧЫНАМ,ГНАУ ар МОХ 
ЗАТТА УРЕ х. 
MBE Саттри5 EASTER EGG 2.2. TUL 29 
WHE VIZIER S APOLOGY 2222-2223 
SOMELDOGS A ASCE ee aaa RES: 
HE INCONSISTENT ҮОС oe 5S 
BEGO AAIE O E ата GS 
ПЕРТ Ad BOOTBLACKS 09 


[v] 


зорро SACRAMENTO STATE 
929009 COLLEGE LIBRARY 


ADDRESSING THE. BALL”: Уа eee ee 


THE Groucu’s PROGRESS EAE e 
ГРОКСТИЕЗЗАНІМ ET 
Tue Loves oF THE OysTERS . . . . 
LINES ON AN (UNPAID: BILL 22-2 fos eee 
ESSAY°ON WIVES 22225. a ee 
FAIRY sMISCHIER. EL A A 
CGNVEVES 2 5222 2.2, лы ee 
Tee Pinar Тоосны eee 
House HUNTING. “75 СУ СОРУ 
AGAINST MOTHS = e ОО ЕЕ 
THE COLEECTOR УІ A СТОИ 
House CURSING 9. <3 ООУ" 
BARLADE OF ‘PROFITEERS So L РС 
 WisrT-RIME ON ‘SPRING © AT rs eee 


SONG OF THE NATIVE SONS . . 3 
Tue Lyric BAEDEKER: EUROPEAN Bias 
GLascow 
EDINBURGH 
LONDON : ; 
Гухмоотн, NORTH Deron 
PARIS 
ZERMATT У Be ee 
TUMAS 2702 Ye ee 


[vi] 


VENICE (A BaRcAROLE) 2... 


ROME MRRP Ла алат 
AHEM RAVELER АСА ЧИН 
AAS EA E O EE OO 
EI WHOLE [RUTH Il. ТИЕДІ 
MORE ESR U N 


ETA DAA EE 
MOEACCHANALIAN SONG TS 
THE LINGERER 

THE Doc’s Corp Nose 

INATEING A CALUMNY 20222... 
FROM THE DIARY oF A CAVE Man 
BE RRINGS TE O O uel ga E 
NESTIETOE MAGIC Tl 5-2: 
BOLD ER 2/1. 


WOOD NOTES WILD 


Tue MIsaNTHROPE . 
IMPORTANT BUSINESS 
WooDCHUCKLINGS . . . 
PAPERS) Fi)... 
ABOUD ВОТ еа fhe 25. 
NIGH DRMAN Si ОСК т 
NOCTURNE 222. n 

[уп ] 


PACES ео oe 


WINTER QUARTERS. . . . 


INDIAN Ріре AND Moccasin FLOWER 


INDIANS PAIRTES E 
THE CALL TO THE COUNCIL . 
PEACE OF THE Woops. . 
WINTER TRAMPING. . . . 
A SKATER’s VALENTINE . . 
WEAR CHE ar уе LSA Berek 
THE SCARECROW 

SIR CHRISTOPHER WREN 
THE LIFE OF THE BEE 
THE WANDERING WALLAROO . 
BIRDS . 

То Sunpry Too EaRLY Вікрв 
бомс oF HATE For EELS 
A WARNING . 

KINDNESS TO INSECTS. . . 
SANCTUARY 2 Тыл Sch pear 
WHTOH IE ARM ЛА Ар Bert 


. 


A VALENTINE: CoL. GEO. WASHINGTON 


Mistress MARTHA Custis, 1758 


[уш | 


TO 


. 


PAGE 
I41 
143 
144 
145 
148 
150 
152 
153 
154 
156 
158 
160 
161 
163 
165 
166 
167 
168 
169 
I7I 


174 


LITTLE SONGS 


СМА аа WP CC ee og 
WHEL DANCING LESSON TS ss 
WB NOT N SE оар. Дақ 
PERHAPS /ГнЕУҮ-Авв 2020-52-20: 
ELEGY on А Virtuous DoLL 

AAO WHITE CHRISTMAS 2... 
CHRISTMAS GNOMES . 

AVI GN PTT EEA 05202252 2,2554 
ШЕЕКФТЕК TABLE CT ,-, 
ЖИАМЕЗСІУІКС WISHES. 2.2... 
Tuose PILGRIM CHILDREN 

Tue INDIVIDUALIST 

Lost CHILDREN ҚАҚСА сту ТҰ 
First Lessons IN BANKING 

ШІТІБЕ” ACK HORNER 202.22.022 2. 
WHAT А TIRED Boy WANTS 

YOU’ RE Always Соор TO COMPANY 
Tue Farry’s VALENTINE . . . . 
YOUR PUPPY S VALENTINE 2-2. . 
О РОИ 
СОВЕНПСКВ ds ve) eS E М, 
An Arctic CONVERSATION... . 
Or Course You Моор! 


[ix] 


PAGE 
177 
178 
180 
18І 
182 
184 
185 
187 
188 
189 
190 
192 
194 
196 
198 
200 
201 
203 
205 
207 
208 
209 
210 


BONNY ANIMALS СҮТ “b/g ates te 

GOODEN EWS лс, het ee 
VIEWPOINTS K Н ООЗ 
Taree Роктвв . ... У 7 ере 
RABBIT TRANSIT, OR THE Fie PR 5 
THE Јоу BABY 

THE WINSOME ВАВҮ 

THE INDEPENDENT BABY 


А VALENTINE: FROM Rosin Hoop то М 
МАҚТАН ССС Se ee ТНК 


SEREPYSSONGE S o 25.) ЗИ 
‘Lae VOICE UNTO PHARAOH 27-220 


PLAINTIVE NUMBERS 


THE YOUNG INTELLIGENTSIA . 
ЕсүрТОМАМА . . қ е Eee а 
BALLADE OF QUITE А Fie Dae е 
HED GHOST Ss: GOMPLAINT Ars ш ТЕ ТЖ 
To SIR OWEN SEAMAN 

A PLEA то Ports 

RADIOLATRY 35 occ, о 
BALLADE OF Dime NoveELs 

SHORT Cuts To PARNASSUS 

On THE Decay oF LyING 


[x] 


PAGE 
211 


213 
214 
215 
216 
217 
218 
219 


221 
222 
223 


227 
229 
232 
234 
237 
239 
240 
242 
244 
246 


As то Poets iene 
BALLADE OF WHERE INDEED . 
MEHE PUBLISHER ч: 
SONG FOR ANTHOLOGIES . . . 
Mer FOR EXPORT! о яе 
SPRING ON PARNASSUS . . . 
BLUESBRINTS TV Sk 
ANNIHILATION O 22%) 
THE PHLEBOTOMOUS FLEA 
ORIDICISM P а 
REQUIEM . 


LYRICS 


How Lyrics Are Born 
SoNNELLES FROM A Maine САМР 
REND Gers E a ы. 

IeATAHDIN STREAM 5 u. 

ЕЕ ИКАТ TO LOST 

MOUNTAIN DUSK n i- e 
ЕЕ о Oy 2 He 
РОМУ 
EUPAROSYNE К Л 22; 7; 
CHARM FoR Her SHOE... .. 
Wuat To WEAR 


[xi] 


PAGE 


248 
250 
252 
253 
255 
256 
257 
260 
261 
262 
264 


267 


268 
268 
269 
270 
271 
274 
275 
276 
277 


In a GARDEN 
ABSENCE . 

Tue PIPER 
SNOWDROPS 

THE ScriBe’s PRAYER 
Brvovac . З 
А CHILD’s EPITAPH 
THANKSGIVING 

Tue GOAL 

FAITH ; 

In THE HosPITAL 
GLORIA ім ExceELsis 


THE ScrRIBE’s COLOPHON . 
LENVOI: Tue PIONEER. 


[xii] 


PAGE 


278 
279 
280 
281 
282 
283 
284 
285 
286 
287 
288 
289 
290 
291 


SOULS 


(To Witt BEEBE) 


The Soul (abjured by Scorners 
Who think the Soul a Fad) 
Is full of little corners 
You'd never dream it had. 


And bits of saint or Tartar 
Within those nooks may lurk,— 
A dash of Christian martyr, 
A modicum of Turk. 


My Soul is fond of talking, 
My Soul is full of song; 

So when I go out walking 
I take my Soul along. 


My Soul is all discretion; 
But Souls of lesser grace 
Too often need represston— 
They have not learned their place. 


And Souls unduly soulful 
Are transcendental bores; 
While preachy Souls make doleful 


Companions out of doors. 


And hence the Earnest Student 
Who feels the urge to roam, 
May find it not imprudent 
To leave his Soul at home. 


WORDS AND MUSIC 
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THE ELMER AND MYRTLE CYCLE 


PRELUDE 


Muss of our countryside, barren or fertile, 
Where oft I have tarried and roved in my time, 
May the valor of Elmer, the sweetness of Myrtle, 
Give wings to my fancy and truth to my rhyme! 


Note: The “г” in Elmer and Myrtle is hard as in Illinois, 
but not a continuous performance as in Scotland. 


[r] 


ELMER AND MYRTLE 


AT THE Movies 


Ir was the hour when flies the bat 
And softly coos the nesting turtle, 

When Elmer donned his Sunday hat 
And movieward escorted Myrtle. 


They found their seats and waited there 
Observing other people’s actions, 

And read the phrases rich and rare 
That told the coming week’s attractions, 


While Myrtle briskly talked and fanned, 
And Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


A comic flashed before their eyes: 

The scapegrace dodged through tricky doorways; 
He felled his foes with custard pies 

And fostered mirth in many more ways. 


[3] 


When, strangely blind to what must come, 
A vengeful orchestra attacked him, 
He jumped right through the big bass drum 
And grabbed the leader’s staff and thwacked him!— 


Laughed Myrtle, “Don’t he beat the band!” 
And Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


Next came a reel of Western scenes, 
Of desert, orchard, coast and prairie, 
Of leagues of stately evergreens, 


Of snow-capped mountains cool and airy, 


Of glaciers big and bleak enough 
To give an August noon the shivers, 
Of sculptured cafions deep and rough 


With plunging falls and roaring rivers. 


And Myrtle rightly said,“ Му land!” 
And Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


The final film was all about 
A cowboy flamingly heroic; 
He put uncounted foes to rout; 


His marksmanship would thrill a stoic. 


[4] 


And when, by lawful homicide, 
The villains perished, unregretted, 
And when the victor clasped his bride 
Against the skyline silhouetted, 


Sweet Myrtle sighed, “ОҺ, ain’t he grand!” 
And Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


Then home they walked, as fine a man 
As ever gave his youth to farming; 
And Myrtle—since the race began 


Was ever maiden half so charming? 


And when they paused beneath the lime 
Where Myrtle’s gate their ramble ended, 
She said, “I’ve had a lovely time, 


And everything was simply splendid!” 


Апа Elmer—well, I understand 
That Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


ELMER AND MYRTLE 
AT THE Елік 


Across the daisy-dotted lea 
And upland acres broad and fertile, 
Our hero, Elmer, drove to see 


The Falkland County Fair, with Myrtle. 


They parked the car and forth they went 
Amid the happy hurly-burly, 
Where Myrtle gazed in wonderment 
And said, “It’s good we got here early; 
There’s hardly room enough to stand!” 
And Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


They saw the bulls, the Jersey cows, 
The fluffy chicks and incubators, 

The Southdown sheep and Berkshire sows, 
The milkers, churns, and separators. 


[6] 


They viewed the quilts in crimson stars, 
The Belgian hares in coops and cages, 
The jams and fruits in mason jars; 


And Myrtle sniffed and said, “Them gages 


Ain’t half as nice as what I canned!” 
And Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


Around the carrousel they spun. 
They lunched on sandwiches and crullers. 
By tossing rings on pegs they won 


A doll arrayed in many colors. 


And when they had their fortunes told 
Within a gypsy booth’s seclusion 

(“My! ain’t them gypsies awful bold!’’) 
Though Myrtle blushed in sweet confusion, 


She showed such high-bred self-command 
That Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


And now the oval track was cleared; 
The glossy trotters showed their paces; 


ЕЛ 


The drivers drove, the people cheered; 
And in between the thrilling races, 


With unimaginable ease, 

A lady dressed like Cinderella 
Revolved upon the high trapeze; 

And Myrtle raised her sun umbrella, 


And said, “I’m getting dreadful tanned!” 
And Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


Then Elmer smashed the weight machine— 
That test of muscle stout and supple; 
And bears and monkeys quaint of mien 


Performed to please the youthful couple. 


Till suddenly the thunder spoke! 
There came a burst of drenching weather; 
But soon the clouds dissolved in smoke, 


And, homeward bound, they skimmed together 


A golden highway, rainbow-spanned, 
While Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


[8] 


ELMER AND MYRTLE 
AT THE Picnic 


THE fields were gay with later spring 
And Earth had donned her greenest kirtle 
When Elmer went a-picnicking 


With other folks, including Myrtle. 


To Wilder’s Glen they bowled along; 
The sky was blue beyond all praising; 
The whitethroat trilled his gladdest song; 


Contented cows were sweetly grazing; 


The sun was warm, the air was bland, 


And Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


They reached their goal and made their camp 
Beside a spring of limpid waters. 

They sought for wood that wasn’t damp, 
They put up swings and teeter-tawters. 


[9] 


While some were all for sitting still, 

And some would sing a stave or hum it, 
Yet other some would climb the hill; 

And there, upon the lofty summit 


The far horizon Myrtle scanned 
While Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


They spread the feast, the varied treat 
That most the youthful palate tickles, 
Of sandwiches of cheese and meat, 


Of crullers, hard-boiled eggs and pickles, 


And pies with apple, mince and peach 
Between the upper crust and nether; 
And Myrtle took a slice of each 
While she and Elmer sat together 


Precisely where they both had planned; 
And Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


When one and all had had enough 
To satisfy the stoutest glutton, 


[10] 


They played at games like blindman’s buff 
And prisoner’s base and button, button, 


Or gathered buds, or fished the streams, 
Or went on pleasant forest rambles, 

Or talked about their hopes and dreams, 
Or joined, with light, fantastic gambols, 


To dance a gypsy saraband; 
And Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


The dusk came down. Among the trees 
Our youths and maidens might be numbered 
In more than ones and less than threes; 


Beneath the moon the woodland slumbered; 


And when the moon and stars are lit, 
Who could resist?—I know 1 couldn’t— 

And hence, though Myrtle whispered, “Quit! 
Now, Elmer, don’t! You know you shouldn’t!” 


In spite of Myrtle’s reprimand, 
Bold Elmer patted Myrtle’s hand. 


[11] 


ELMER AND MYRTLE 
Ат Last! 


Авоот the time when tree-toads cry 

And through the shadow night-wings hurtle, 
Our Elmer screwed his courage high 

And went to pay a call on Myrtle. 


He rang the bell and stood there, dumb, 
To see her, slender, sweet and rosy 

She said, “How good of you to come!” 
And “Ain’t our parlor bright and cozy?” 


And, “Don’t you like my chiffon dress?” 
And what could Elmer say but “Yes”? 


She made him take the deepest chair, 
“The one,” she laughed, “for folks to stay in.” 
He liked the way she did her hair? 
And had he put his summer hay in? 
[12] 


And wasn’t Rex а pleasant boy? 
But Neil was just as nice, though duller. 
And wasn’t Madge a perfect joy? 


And ain’t her eyes the sweetest color? 


And had he heard of Tom and Bess? 
And what could Elmer say but “Yes”? 


With aid from Myrtle, Elmer turned 
The portrait album’s gilded pages; 
Of aunts and uncles Elmer learned, 


Their occupations, weights, and ages, 


Of other kin of solemn mien 
And how they fared and where they tarried; 
And here was ma when just eighteen— 


“Тһе year that pa and she were married; 
y p 


“They say I’m like her, more or less.” 
And what could Elmer say but “Yes”? 


And then they wound the gramophone 
And John McCormack sang a ballad 
(131 


About “Т love but you alone!” 
While Myrtle served the chicken salad 


And other things to please a man 
Whose appetite is fairly hearty. 

And then she smiled, as Myrtles сап, 
And said, “I hope you like my party, 


“Апа ain’t that pie a grand success?” 
And what could Elmer say but “Yes”? 


And when the hour was come to part, 
So dear she looked, so quaintly charming, 
That Elmer’s tongue obeyed his heart 


And cried with ardor most alarming, 


“Oh, Myrtle! Won’t you marry me?” 
While neck to brow began to rudden. 
And Myrtle cried, as all agree, 
“Оһ, Elmer! this is awful sudden!” 


And mebbe so it was, I guess, 
Yet what could Myrtle say but “Yes”? 


[14] 


SEX 


Амсввав at the start 
Were not complex; 
They tore themselves apart 


And started Sex. 


And Sex has ruled the earth 
From then till this, 
Producing woe and mirth 


And pain and bliss. 


Through Sex the seedling wakes 
To cleave the ground; 

Tis really Sex that makes 
The world go ’round. 


It sublimates the mind 
With noble themes, 
Or sends it unrefined, 


Suggestive dreams. 


[15] 


’Tis Sex that rules the lives 
Of clods and kings; 
It gives us books and wives 


And other things— 


Ambition, love, and strife 
And all the ills 
And ecstasies of life— 


And Freuds and Brills. 


[ 16] 


PROVERBIAL MELANCHOLIA 


Dark are my clouds and they lack silver lining. 
Why must a shoemaker’s bairn go ill-shod? 
Bent as the twig was, the tree is inclining; 


I am the child spoiled through sparing the rod. 


Oft in the night-watch when all cats are sable, 
Count I my chickens before they are hatched; 
Oft when the steed has been stol’n from the stable, 
Lock I the door that was erstwhile unlatched. 


Down the long lane that is void of a turning 
Going for honey, I always get stung; 

I, that the candle at both ends am burning, 
Save at the spigot to waste at the bung. 


Wise is the bantling that knows his own sire! 
Made of a sow’s ear, yet silk is my purse; 
Though three removes be as bad as a fire, 
Still faring farther, I still fare the worse. 
[17] 


All work and по play will make Jack the duller; 
Why when the sun shines must mortal make hay? 
Mount we a horse of a far different color; 


Where there’s a will there is surely a way. 


I, the lone swallow that makes not a summer— 
I, the fair gold that is proven but dross, 
Eat what remains for the tardiest comer; 


I, a poor rolling stone, gather no moss! 


Dust on the March wind is worth a king’s ransom; 
Maybe’s, ’tis muttered, in June do not fly; 

Handsome is that which in Doing is handsome. 
All’s well that ends well; let sleeping dogs lie! 


[18] 


EDUCATION 


Mark Норкімѕ sat оп one end of a log 
And a farm boy sat on the other. 
Mark Hopkins came as a pedagogue 
And taught as an elder brother. 
I don’t care what Mark Hopkins taught, 
If his Latin was small and his Greek was naught, 
For the farmer boy he thought, thought he, 
All through lecture time and quiz, 
“The kind of a man I mean to be 
Is the kind of a man Mark Hopkins is.” 


Theology, languages, medicine, law, 

Are peacock feathers to deck a daw 

If the boys who come from your splendid schools 
Are well-trained sharpers or flippant fools. 

You may boast of your age and your ivied walls, 
Your great endowments, your marble halls 
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And all your modern features, 
Your vast curriculum’s scope and reach 
And the multifarious things you teach— 
But how about your teachers? 
Are they men who can stand in a father’s place, 
Who are paid, best paid, by the ardent face 
When boyhood gives, as boyhood can, 


Its love and faith to a fine, true man? 


No printed word nor spoken plea 
Can teach young hearts what men should be, 
Not all the books on all the shelves, 
But what the teachers are, themselves. 
For Education is, Making Men; 
So is it now, so was it when 
Mark Hopkins sat on one end of a log 
And James Garfield sat on the other. 


(20) 


THE WINDHAM THAW 


MAGELLAN braved all seas that roll, 

Commander Peary found the Pole, 

Leander swam the Hellespont, 

But J have tramped across Vermont 

And know far more about foul weather 

Than those three worthies put together, 

And the bitterest weather that ever I saw 

Was what they called, “A Windham thaw”; 

And if you’d learn what that might be, 
Listen to me: 

The wind comes down from the north-northeast 

At sixty miles an hour at least, 

Bringing a sweep of snow and hail, 

Freezing the milk in the foaming pail; 

Great boughs crack in the hemlock grove; 

Men sit close to the red-hot stove; 

The storm cloud sinks, the storm cloud lifts, 


Horses wallow among the drifts, 


[21] 


Тһе carter stamps to save his toes, 

Icicles hang from the postman’s nose, 
Every blast has a tooth and claw, 

The farm boy’s cheek is red and raw, 
Never a rooster dares to craw, 

Towser cowers beneath the straw, 

The snow whirls up in a williwaw, 

For the devil is beating his mother-in-law— 


And that’s what they call, “А Windham thaw”! 


[22] 


WEATHER 


THERE dwell among the mountains in a tent of 
bison leather 

Two ancient Indian ladies who administrate the 
weather. 

They warm the pleasant rains of June in earthen 
samovars, 

They take the waning harvest moon and cut it into 
stars; 

They loop the misty curtains back with fancy bows 
or plain bows, 

They ravel out the sunset clouds and weave them 
into rainbows. 

All changes appertaining to the seasons as they pass, 

The gale that rends the forest and the breeze that 
rills the grass, 

The atmospheric color and the chiaro-o-scuro, 


Depend upon the efforts of this able weather bureau; 
[ 23 ] 


And pale-face prophets peeping at the labors of the 
pair 


99 66 


Predict, “unsettled,” “warmer,” “partly cloudy,” 


тат; опта 


These ancient Indian ladies at the time of this 
narration ( 

Decided that they needed ап indefinite vacation, 

And, knowing that entire change of scenery is best, 

Departed for the prairies of the buoyant, bounding 
West. 

But just before they started on their holiday 
together 

They had to name a substitute for governing the 
weather 

Who wouldn’t fail to regulate conditions overhead; 

But, blind to consequential probabilities, instead 

Of any other ancient demoiselle or even flapper, 

They chose a little copper-colored Indian whipper- 
snapper !— 

A neophyte not wholly inexperienced, it’s true; 

He’d often put the stars to bed and sprayed the 
grass with dew; 
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They’d even let him portion out the rain and other 
staples 

And mix the autumn color pots and decorate the 
maples. 

He knew the whole machinery of vapors, misty 
shrouds, 

And cirrus, nimbus, cumulus, and cirro-stratus 
clouds; 

And hence the ladies trusted him (to them it seemed 
with reason) 

To give the world the weather appertaining to the 


season. 


The urchin ran the bureau for a twelvemonth by 
the clock 

According to instructions that were graven on a 
rock. 

Unmoved by love of novelty or popular petition, 

He gave whatever weather was demanded by 
tradition. 

He let it glow in August till the springs began to 
parch, 

He let it pour in April and he let it blow in March. 


[25] 


Yet ever through his conscientious labor he was 
haunted 

By thoughts of freakish weather that the children 
said they wanted, 

And prayers for rain by ministers and laity as 
well, 

Till, either out of mischief or benevolence, he 


fell. 


It soon became apparent to observers that it never 

Would rain upon a holiday of any sort whatever; 

And when upon a sultry noon a little boy or so 

Proclaimed to all the welkin, “Сее! I wish that it 
would snow!” 

The Indian urchin heard him, and the little redskin 
vandal 

Sent down an August blizzard that was summer’s 
crowning scandal! 

Though ugly weather only came at nighttime, as a 
rule, 

Still, early in September, on the opening day of 
school, 


[ 26 ] 


The sun was blankly blotted by а fog as thick as 
custard; 

It earthquaked, it tornadoed, it volcanoed and it 
blustered, 

The sky effunded pitchforks through a lightning- 
threaded pall— 

And no one in the nation had to go to school at all! 


These dreadful innovations in the conduct of the 
heavens 

Put everything at sixes, or, some estimate, at sevens; 

The world was bound for ruin, or, as some declare, 
for rack, 

When both the ancient ladies, providentially, came 
back; 

And mighty soon that naughty whippersnapper of 
an urchin 

Was hunting for a pine tree that was tall enough to 


perch in. 


The Indian ladies caught him and they took him by 
the ear; 
The punishment they meted was deservedly severe; 


[ 27] 


Yet since the Indian ladies did not think him wholly 
hardened, 

The copper-colored urchin was, eventually, par- 
doned. 

And every time those ladies feel the need to roam 
at large, 

They leave, sublimely confident, that little imp in 
charge. 

So if the circling seasons teem with prodigies and 
wonders, 

With drought in April, hail in June, and February 
thunders, 

And if, while winter dons a green and spring a silver 
gown, 

The Tropics frisking northward meet the Pole 
cavorting down, 

And if December’s bitter winds in August break 
their tether, 

You'll know it’s just that redskin rogue misman- 


aging our weather. 


[28 ] 


THE CALIPH’S EASTER EGG 
SCHEHERAZADE’S ONE-T HOUSAND-AND-IT HIRD TALE 


SinBAD the Sailor and Sailbad the Sinner 
Hoisted their sails for the sea; 

Sinbad the Sailor put forth after dinner, 
Sailbad the Sinner, at three. 


Scheherazade the fairy-tale spinner 
Waved from the end of the dock; 

Sinbad the Sailor and Sailbad the Sinner 
Sought for the Egg of the Roc— 


Swift as the flight of the thief from the bailiff 
Sailing by compass and chart, 

Bearing the order of Haroun the Caliph, 
“Bring me that Egg of my heart!” 


Sinbad the Sailor and Sailbad the Sinner, 
Pointing their prows to the West, 
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Craving the honors decreed for the winner, 


Fared on their glorious quest; 


Coasted the isles that the Harpies inhabit, 
Searched the Hesperides through; 

Never an Easter Egg laid by a Rabbit, 
Only a Roc’s Egg would do. 


Over delirious deserts they rambled, 
Over the mountains they toiled. 

What if the Egg should be fatally scrambled! 
(Haroun demanded it boiled.) 


Djinns they encountered with spiked iron collars, 
Dragons, enchanters, and whales. 
Need I recount their adventures to scholars 


Versed in Arabian tales? 


What is the end of my legend of wonder? 
(What could the reader expect?) 
Sinbad the Sailor returned with the plunder, 


Sailbad the Sinner was wrecked! 


[30] 


THE VIZIER’S APOLOGY 


SCHEHERAZADE’ S ONE-1 HOUSAND-AND-FOURTH 
TALE 


SING, Muse, of the anger of Haroun the Caliph 
Aroused by complaints of the Sheik of Irak! 
“The scoundrel!” he thundered, “we'll clap him 
in jail if 
We don’t drop him overboard, sewn in a sack! 


“Тһе villain has robbed the imperial coffer, 
And witnesses charge him with every abuse; 
And think of the fellow disdaining to offer 


Our Clemency even a shred of excuse!” 


“Perhaps уеге as well,” said the Minister, smiling, 
“To stifle our anger and wait for a time. 

Excuses, like charges, are framed for beguiling; 
Besides, the Excuse may be worse than the 


Crime.” 


[31] 


“What nonsense!” cried Haroun, the monarch 
effulgent, 
“To hint that the Fault can be less than the 
Plea!” 
“Perhaps,” purred the Minister, blandly indulgent, 
“TIl prove to your Highness that such it may be.” 


The very next morning, superbly attended 
By eunuchs in dozens and emirs in pairs, 
With grandeur befitting the nobly descended, 

The Caliph descended the glittering stairs; 


When, daring unspeakable woes and disasters 
And rage that devours its prey like pilaf, 

The Minister reached through the marble pilasters 
And wickedly pinched the imperial calf! 


Aghast at an outrage so shockingly sinister, 
“Dog!” gasped the Autocrat, “what do you 
mean!” 
“What a mistake!” wailed the profligate Minister; 
“Pardon! your Highness,—I thought ’twas the 
Queen!” 


[32] 


And then, by another experience wiser, 

The Caliph with graciousness truly sublime 
Admitted the fact that his faithful adviser 

Had made an Excuse that was worse than the 


Crime. 


[33] 


SOME DOGS 


боме Dogs, it strikes me now and then, 
Are plainly Transmigrated Men: 

The Bulldog, sternly planted there, 
Has much of Doctor Johnson’s air; 
That Collie, fierce and gay by turns, 
Remarkably resembles Burns; 

The Chow who looks so deeply wise 
May be Confucius in disguise; 

And, Puppy with the eyes of woe, 

I think you’re Edgar Allan Poe! 


[34] 


THE INCONSISTENT YOGI 


GRISHUNDER Goosu, the Yogi, 
Is like a Pittsburgh stogy 
As to color. 
His eyes with dreams are misted; 
His offside ear is twisted 
Like a cruller— 
The Psychic-Rosicrucian-Transcendental, 


Hermetic-Theosophic Oriental! 


He broods, in striking poses, 
On past metempsychoses 
Through the hours; 
The mages of all ages 
Enrich this Eastern sage’s 
Mystic powers; 
And none I ever knew could match Grishunder 
In diligently doing deeds of wonder. 
[35] 


He’ll take some rice and sow it; 
Then, stirred before you know it 
By the fairies, 
That rice will quickly flourish, 
Producing fruit to nourish 
Ten canaries! 
Yet Goosh, like any Occidental scorner, 


Buys all Ais rice from Fritz around the corner! 


I find his way of sending 
A message (patent pending) 
Most appealing: 
His spirit, free of fetters, 
Can waft you notes and letters 
Through the ceiling! 
And yet with me he mostly holds communion 
Per Postal-Telegraph or Western Union. 


Commanding spooks and witches, 
He might be lord of riches 
Past all measure; 
[36] 


For sacks of golden ducats 
And rubies heaped in buckets 
Wait his pleasure. 
Yet, strange to tell, this absent-minded scholar 
Dropped in just now and borrowed half a dollar! 


[37] 


ЕСНО 


OF sweet companions, mine, for choice, 
Is Echo of the dulcet voice 
Who carols rounds and glees with me 


And thoroughly agrees with me. 


And though she takes the final word, 
As ladies will, I’ve never heard 
Her claim undue priority 


Or prate without authority. 


Among the hills the pleasant minx 
Observes a custom which, methinks, 
Some Persons should be broken to— 


She only speaks when spoken to. 


[38] 


а» ee ee 


THE RIVAL BOOTBLACKS 


ANTONIO ConFETTI—may his star be still ascend- 
ant !— 

Conducted an establishment for keeping boots 
resplendent. 

Giuseppe Malatesta, who was saturnine and bony, 

Equipped a Shoeshine Parlor on the corner near to 
Tony. 

Antonio was jovial, robust, and amply nourished; 

His patrons loved his merry mien, his undertaking 
flourished. 

Giuseppe glowered gloomily upon his happy rival, 

And wondered if the fittest had a prospect of 


survival. 


Antonio’s establishment had every shade of varnish 
That Fashion holds employable in freeing boots of 
tarnish; 
[39] 


And not the most fastidious had ever cause for 
quarrel 

With any of his polishes, mahogany or sorrel, 

Or russet, whether umberous or lit with rosy flushes; 

And all approved the artistry with which he plied 
his brushes. 

Yet, while his superexcellence was proved beyond 
contention, 

He covered up a weakness that I’m now about to 


mention: 


The talented Antonio, so famed for human kindness 

And manual dexterity, was cursed with color 
blindness; 

And though for any flake of mud his eyes were like 
a fox’s, 

He knew his colors only by the labels on the boxes. 


Giuseppe Malatesta, by some artifice or other, 

Obtained the fatal secret from Confetti’s foster- 
mother. 

The little bird that told me heard him gnash his 


teeth and mutter, 
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“Antonio Confetti shall be humbled to the gutter!” 

Then, waiting for the moment when Antonio 
Confetti 

Was safely in a restaurant inhaling the spaghetti, 

His rival’s place he entered with a strategy reptilian, 

And filled the varnish boxes with the brightest, warm 


vermilion! 


There now appears a Personage beknown to every 
reader, 

Augustus Roy Plantagenet, the famous social 
leader, 

So dignified, so courteous, so graceful in his bearing, 

Who always wears precisely what-the-well-dressed- 
man-is-wearing. 

(But, since the while he passes through the jostle 
and the jangle 

His nose is always tilted at the proper upward angle, 

His own effects he rarely sees, I’ve heard his friends 
avowing— 

Except, of course, his hat, his gloves, and cane, 
perhaps, when bowing;— 

[41] 


His shoes he never sees at all, save when, at his 
adorning, 
A servitor presents them on a cushion in the 


morning.) 


To А. Confetti’s business place Plantagenet 
proceeded; 

The service of Antonio he somehow felt was needed. 

Where some would look, and some would guess, and 
some would pause and study, 

Augustus knew his boots were flecked, because the 
streets were muddy. 

Upon the throne he sate him down; he made a 
regal gesture. 

Antonio he louted low and doffed his upper vesture; 

Each russet shoe he daubed anew and polished well 
and cleanly. 

Augustus flung a purse to him and went his way 


serenely. 


But up and down The Avenue was fascinated 


wonder; 


[42] 


ае ee қаз Баса ба ын 31 сары 


The very sparrow ceased to chirp, the traffic ceased 
to thunder; 

And gaping thousands lined the walk and crowded 
step and basement; 

Theclubs with all their windows stared, and thronged 
was every casement, 

While each beribboned officer and neatly clad 
civilian 

Took up the word—“Plantagenet!—his shoes are 
bright vermilion!” 

That whisper ran through shops and slums, through 
banquet halls and bread lines; 

The papers hurried out the news with bright ver- 
milion head lines; 

So, while Augustus sauntered on, his pedal charms 
displaying, 

In countless homes, on countless streets, uncounted 
tongues were saying: 

“Augustus Roy Plantagenet—they say he’s worth 
a billion— 

Has set the style of wearing shoes in what they call 
‘vermilion’!” 


[43] 


Whatever move Augustus makes becomes the ruling 
passion; 
And since one might as well be dead and gone as 


out of fashion, 
‘The people poured from every side in ranks, in files 


and musters, 
In floods, in mobs, in swarms, in shoals, in droves, 
in herds, in clusters; 
In galaxies and hosts they sought Antonio’s pavilion 
That every shoe might have the true Plantagenet 


Vermilion. 


Antonio Confetti, in a coat of furry lining, 

Directs a thousand men who keep a city’s boots 
a-shining. 

Giuseppe, all repentance (which is mighty rare in 
ballads), 

Maintains a tea room widely praised for cress-and- 
garlic salads. 

Augustus, if he had a thought about that footwear, 
hid it; 

But anything he did, he knows is right, because 
he did it. 


[44] 


ADDRESSING THE BALL 


HE first addressed it with а brassie 
And words that would not shock a lassie. 


And when he vainly swung his cleek 


He merely showed a trace of pique. 


He spoke, while brandishing his niblick, 


In terms emphatic, terse and biblic; 


And when he tried to use his lofter 


His language wasn’t any softer. 


His phrases when he strained his mashie 


Were fit to turn your visage ashy. 


Then, since because he’d lost his putter 


His wrath had grown too great to utter, 


The sinner, having smashed his driver, 
Exploded!—I’m the sole survivor. 
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THE GROUCH’S PROGRESS 


CORNELIUS МсМавв was а grouch; 

He growled as he rolled from his couch; 
He grumped in his tub and continued to grump; 
His stock in the world had a permanent slump; 
His kindest reflection on matters was, “ТЛтр!” 


His second-best comment was, “Ouch!” 


He sat at the table and wailed: 
The servitors trembled and quailed. 
The coffee was tepid, the linen was soiled, 
His eggs should be coddled and here they were, 
boiled! 
And thus was a day irretrievably spoiled, 
And somebody ought to be jailed! 


He finished a bitter cigar. 
He groaned as he stepped to a car; 
[46] 


РОС ЧСА Д 


| 


The cup of his misery filled to the brim; 

The populace jostled, the light was too dim; 

And why must a strap-hanger hang over him? 
This, really, was going too far! 


With rancor abundantly stored, 

His wrath on the office he poured: 
The office boy fled with a menace grotesque, 
The bookkeeper hid in a hole in the desk, 
And, somewhat disheveled, but still picturesque, 


The typewriters wept in accord. 


He went to a store for a rod, 

To angle for flounder and cod; 
But this was too heavy and that was too light, 
The price was an outrage and nothing was right; 
The clerks were neglectful and most impolite;— 


He’d have them discharged in a squad! 


He carried his woe to the strand, 

Where, borne by the wave to the sand, 
A Crab of prodigious dimensions he saw, 
Severe in demeanor and mighty of claw. 
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Cornelius, regarding the Portent with awe, 


Declaimed to the Decapod grand: 


“АҺ, Waif of the turbulent blue! 

In happiness equaled by few, 
The tempest may bellow, the billow may roll, 
But far from the world and its grief and its dole, 
Secure in its shell is your sensitive soul! 


I would I were even as you!” 


And then by a marvel as strange 

As any that Fate can arrange, 
The crusty Cornelius was turned to a crab; 
The crusty Crustacean, as Mr. McNabb, 
Was wafted away to his home in a cab,— 


And nobody noticed the change! 
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UPON THE SAND 


SINCE tidal retrogression 
Aquatic pleasures banned, 
You held a sunny session 


Upon the sand. 


Your smile was sweet command, 
And sweet beyond expression 


Your costume subtly planned. 


Could any self-possession 
Such loveliness withstand? 
You made a deep impression— 


Upon the sand! 


[49] 


THE LOVES ОЕ THE OYSTERS 
An oyster may be crossed іп love.—The Critic. 


А SWEET young Oyster dwelt beneath the billow, 
Where Buzzard Bays and Saddlerocks are bred; 
A bunch of kelp, her customary pillow, 
In soft brown fillets wreathed her lovely head; 


Where cooling flow and swirling ebb rejoiced her, 


She dreamed her maiden dream, the gentle Oyster. 


With gift of pearls for Ocean’s fairest daughter, 
A Highly Moral Shellfish sought her hand 
Who prosed about the Wickedness of Water 
And prayed that Sea might soon be dry as Land! 


A sober Mollusk, never known to royster, 
A staid and steady Puritanic Oyster. 
[50] 


“This Wetness, dearest опе, is most immoral! 
Oh, come, my love!” he sang, “and let us Яу 
To yonder rock !—above the branching coral 
We'll make our home, for there ’tis nearly dry!” 
She blushed and answered him, the gentle Oyster, 
“I thank you, Sir, but I prefer it moister!” 


One day a Starfish hungrily pursued her!— 
A brave young Bluepoint bit the wretch in two! 
This ardent Bivalve long had warmly wooed her, 


And shortly they were wed beneath the blue. 


The disappointed Puritanic Oyster, 


With broken heart, retired to a cloister. 


LINES ОМ AN UNPAID BILL 


THIMBLE was first of the tailor’s trade; 
His name, that each goodman loathes, 
Is cherished by Woman—wife and maid; 


’Twas he that invented Clothes. 


Frocks he sewed of the silken stuff, 
Gowns of the velvet pile; 

But Clothes didn’t wear out fast enough, 
So then he invented Style. 


[52] 


ESSAY ОМ WIVES 


For man to live alone is far from good; 

A churlish hermit, selfishly contented, 
He deems reserve a test of manlihood— 

And that’s the reason wives were first invented; 
For wives insist on being understood, 

And slights to them are grievously repented; 
We snub intrusive males with surly phrases, 


But you can’t tell your wife to go to blazes! 


The proper study of mankind is man; 
But wives are mankind’s higher course of 
study, 
The course that Cain’s progenitor began 
When apples first on Eden’s tree were ruddy; 
And wives, accordingly, do what they can 
To save our intellects from growing muddy; 


[53] 


Their talk, their tears, their whims, their modes of 
dressing 


Are all devised to keep us husbands guessing. 


Upon his very wedding day, a youth 
Shall gape and stare, by weird misgivings harried; 
One wife was all he sought; but now, forsooth, 
He finds himself polygamously married 
To wild, alluring Lilith, gentle Ruth, 
Zenobia, that queen of deserts arid, 
Cornelia, tenderest of Roman mothers, 


Xantippe, Joan of Arc, and sundry others. 


A wife’s a rag, a bone, a hank of hair; 
A wife’s a thing of naught, a fly, a bubble; 
A wife’s a pearl of price beyond compare; 
A wife’s a very present help in trouble; 
A wife is brutish man’s diviner share; 
A wife is what will make your burden double; 
A wife is what laments across my shoulder, 
“Poor thing! He’s growing worse as he grows 


older!” 


[54] 


AENEA PEEN A 


FAIRY MISCHIEF 


WHEN mischief moves Titania’s naughty fairies, 
They pelt the royal swans, in elfish glee, 
With any flowers that suit their wild vagaries,— 


And that’s about the way you’re teasing me. 


Yet while some marigolds have nubbly centers 
And thorns may edge a straight-flung rose or two, 

The stately birds ignore their bad tormentors,— 
And that’s about the way I do with you. 


The swans don’t match complaints with one another, 
Nor Нар Беги ей wings and make a fuss; 

For swans and fairies understand each other,— 
And that’s about the way it is with us. 


[55] 


WIVES 


WHEN Adam, coining lovely words, 
Had named the fishes, beasts, and birds, 
And all the vales of Paradise with praise of him 
were rife, 
He proudly told his charming mate; 
And Eve remarked, “ You’re very late!” — 
It’s easier to please a three-ringed circus than a 


wife. 


When stout Horatius, braving hordes 
And slaying fierce Etruscan lords, 
Had stemmed the flood to bring his spouse the tid- 
ings of the strife, 
She merely yawned, “Well, don’t forget 
To change your shoes; they’re sopping wet!”— 
It’s easier to please a fighting nation than a 


wife. 


[56] 


And when, for lack of nobler thought, 
These idle verses having wrought, 
I showed the sad result to her who dominates my 
life, 
She said, “I don’t think much of that! 
But isn’t this a perfect hat?”— 
It’s easier (I hope) to please you, Reader, than a 
wife! 


[57] 


THE FINAL TOUCH 


MystTERY, magic, enchantment is in it,— 
The ribbon pinned on at the very last minute, 
The trinket, the bauble, the pledget of bows, 
The peeping allurement of lilac and rose. 
They keep them in sandalwood coffers or caskets 
Or sweet-scented grass-woven Indian baskets; 
They choose from those treasuries wisely and well, 
And fasten,—with who knows what glamouring 
spell 
Of leisurely witchcraft,—the trifle belating 
That makes you adore them for keeping you 


waiting! 


[ 58 ] 


HOUSE HUNTING 


Atonc the street and ир the walk there came a 
little bride, 

A husband, most adoringly, attending close be- 
side; 

Through all the house, from floor to floor, they 
diligently went, 

And asked about the heating plant, the neighbors 
and the rent. 


She opened every single door, she peeped at every 
shelf, 

And down the narrow cellar stair she risked her 
precious self. 

She poked about the kitchen range as though she 
really knew; 

Then tossed her pretty head and said, “Хо, this 
won’t do! 


[59] 


“The lower floor is much too dark, the attic isn’t 
dry; 

The parlor ceiling’s much too low, the rent is much 
too high. 

There isn’t room for—anyhow, there’s hardly room 
for two. 


There’s far too little closet space. No, this won’t 


do!” 


And high upon the maple top there perched a little 
bird, 

Her mate gallanting round her in a fashion most 
absurd; 

Through all the tree, with chirp and call, they held 
their eager quest— 

A proper place for proper birds to build a proper 
nest. 


She hopped along the bending boughs and branches, 
small and big; 
She peered in every likely fork, she tested every 
twig. 
[60] 


Then up among the maple buds again she lightly 
flew, 

And cocked her pretty head and said, “Хо, this 
won’t do! 


“Why, any boy could climb the tree! The branches 
have no spring. 

There won’t be leaves enough to hide from hawks 
or anything. 

I’m sure that there are squirrels near; I do not 
like the view; 


I don’t see any garden here. No, this won’t do!” 


Now that is all that Ican tell, for that is all I 
heard. 

Away they went upon their search, the little bride 
and bird, 

In perfect faith that Mother Earth benignantly 
provides 

Right nesting spots and homes for all her little 
birds and brides. 

[61] 


But would I were the architect that never yet was 
taught! 

Beside the palace I should build, Aladdin’s would 
be naught. 

The sun should brighten every nook, and all the 
long day through; 

There should be miles of closet space, and room for 


more than two. 


And if I were the forester that I could wish to be, | 

What grove or lane or mountain side should match 
my maple tree, 

So stanch and safe through all the year, so full of 
leaf in May! 

How cozily its boughs should fork, how lightly dip 


and sway! 


And every little bride who saw my house of fair 
design, 

And every little bird that perched upon that tree 
of mine, 


[ 62 ] 


AGAINST MOTHS 


ТнеѕЕ moths have most expensive tastes; 
They dine on furs and velvet waists, 

They gnaw my evening trousers. 
Though cotton does not please them much, 
They dote on woolens—they are such 


Extravagant carousers! 


By choice they make their cozy nests 

In moth-proof drawers and cedar chests; 
They thrive on naphtha vapor; 

They lay their eggs in Paisley shawls; 

They play croquet with camphor balls 
On sheets of tarry paper. 


You see, I know their customs well; 
For years Гуе kept a moth hotel 
And set a first-class table, 


[ 64 ] 


And never have I known a moth 
To fail to pick the finest cloth 
That bore a tailor’s label. 


The moth is mighty hard to kill, 
Though people try, as people will, 
To spank him when marauding; 
For while we vainly clap our hands, 
The stuck-up creature understands 


That everyone’s applauding! 


If anything that flies can beat 
A moth in finding just the meat 
It wants, I haven’t met it; 
So if “the Moth desires the Star,” 
They’d better wrap the star in tar— 
And then the moth will get it! 


[65] 


THE COLLECTOR 


Beware the Gimlet-eyed Collector 

Who haunts the Manse,—a Ghoul, a Specter!— 

That, when the Aged Owner dies, 

He may achieve some Battered Prize! 

He craves some Highboy famed in Fable, 

A Warming pan, a Gate-legged Table, 

A Chelsea Jug for Cream or Ale, 

Or Girandole by Chippendale. 

An Antiquarian Fanatic, 

He snoops about the Dusty Attic, 

And if he finds a Spinning Wheel, 

My Stars! you ought to hear him squeal! 

Oh, drier than a Latin Tutor, 

His Talk is all of Marks on Pewter 

And Sheffield Plate and Jackfield Ware, 

And what is Common, what is Rare. 
[66] 


HOUSE CURSING 


Molder, ye Walls! wherefrom, a Malcontent, 

I move because ye Landlord raised ye Rent! 
Crack, Plaster! till ye Lathwork stand revealed! 
Burst, burst, ye Pipes! by bitter Frost congealed! 
Admit ye Draft, each Window! Smoke, ye Flue! 
Let slimy Floods ye Cellarage imbrue! 

And, after long and dismal Years are flown 

While every Cell is tenantless and lone, 

On some wild Night when all is black as Sin, 
Accursed Hovel, may ye Roof fall in! 


(68) 


BALLADE ОЕ PROFITEERS 


Now milk is twenty cents a quart 
(We must discharge our cat, I fear); 
The price of eggs of any sort, 
Or meats, affords us little cheer; 
The cost of every kind of gear 
Is wildly heavenward careering; 
If everyone’s a profiteer, 
Then what’s the use of profiteering? 


The coal bill left me sadly short; 
The landlord raised our rent this year; 
And what the farmer won’t extort 
The middleman will commandeer; 
Next comes the railway engineer, 
These others’ winnings closely shearing; 
If everyone’s a proftteer, 
Then what’s the use of profiteering? 
[694 


When everybody’s chosen sport 
Is lifting rates—with brow severe 
What sinner dares to come to court 
To press that charge against his peer? 
Whose hands are clean, whose conscience 
clear? 
Who has the right to ask a hearing? 
If everyone’s a profiteer, 
Then what’s the use of profiteering? 


Envoi 


Aghast, I view a prospect drear 
Of universal bunko-steering. 
If everyone’s a profiteer, 
Then what’s the use of profiteering? 


[70] 


TWIST-RIME ОМ SPRING 


Upon the hills new grass is seen; 
The vender’s garden-sass is green. 


The birds between the showers fly; 
The woods are full of flowers shy. 


The ornamental butterfly 
Expands his wings to flutter by. 


The bees, those little honey-bugs, 
Are gayly dancing bunny-hugs, 


While poets sing in tripping rime 
That Spring’s a simply ripping time! 


[7r] 


SONG OF THE NATIVE SONS 


Our fathers drove their teams across the prairies 
Or came through Panama or ’round the Horn, 
Conveying their Penates and their Lares 
To grace the sacred soil where we were born. 
They learned the art of washing gold in ditches, 
They learned the way a miner’s pack is cinched; 
And some of them won honor, fame and riches, 
While some of them, we grieve to say, were 
lynched. 
They left to us, with milk and honey flowing, 
The grandest State beneath the starry flag. 
And if we seem to do a little blowing, 
The bracing air would make an earthworm brag. 
Then, there’s our Golden Gate of San Francisco— 


The greatest port between the Horn and Discol 


Our mountains are unquestionably hilly, 


Our valleys are indubitably green; 
[72] 


The Poppy and Mariposa Lily 
Are quite the sweetest flowers ever seen. 
Our citizens are cultured, wise, and wealthy, 
And prodigies of honest enterprise. 
Our Climate is so marvelously healthy 
That no one knows why anybody dies. 
Yosemite attracts the hardy tenter; 
The Farallones rejoice the sailor’s heart; 
Mount Carmel is The Literary Center, 
And Berkeley is The Nursery of Art. 
So now, we trust, the joys of California 


Are plain to every pupil-dotted cornea. 
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THE LYRIC BAEDEKER: EUROPEAN 
EDITION 


GLASGOW 


Tue clamor and clang of the shores of the Clyde, 

Her forges that flare on the dark of the tide, 

The fleets that she pours to the sea are the pride 
Of Glasgow. 


But drab is the town as a shawl-hooded crone, 

And dreary and cold with a chill all its own. 

You ask them for bread and they give you a scone, 
In Glasgow. 


Her eyes never smile; but each Saturday night 

Her workers get drunk, which is patently right, 

For Га do the same to escape from the blight 
Of Glasgow. 
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THE LYRIC BAEDEKER 


EDINBURGH 


A Bonny burgh is Edinbro’, the city brave and 
bright 

That spreads in green and gray below the castle on 
the height; 

And there on lovely Princes Street the people group 
in knots 

To talk about the latest news of Mary Queen of 
Scots. 


The castle is a gallant keep and one you’re bound 
to view; 

A military pensioner will kindly take you through, 

Rehearsing inexhaustibly the plots and counter- 
plots 

That made it insalubrious for Mary Queen of 
Scots. 
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You'll see the ancient Canongate; you'll see the 
house of Knox, 

With churches here and churches there, all strictly 
orthodox; 

You'll see the works of colorists who lavished paint 
in pots 

On old and recent likenesses of Mary Queen of 


Scots. 


And when amid the gorse and sheep you’ve climbed 
to Arthur’s Seat 

(Where Arthur, says the legend, watched his army 
in retreat), 

Your eye shall rest on Holyrood and other noted 
spots, 

Connected with the tragedy of Mary Queen of 


Scots. 


You'll see the marble statue of the Wizard of the 
North, 

You'll see the cantilever bridge that spans the Firth 
of Forth— 
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A noble bridge, but when ’twas done the builders 
cursed their lots 

Because it wasn’t patronized by Mary Queen of 
Scots. 


A blessing on the bonny burgh, and all it holds 
enshrined, 

On every house of native rock, on every close and 
wynd, 

And send it good historians to clear whatever blots 


May rest upon the memory of Mary Queen of Scots! 
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THE LYRIC BAEDEKER 
LONDON 


THE finest thing in London is the Bobby; 
Benignant information is his hobby. 
Don’t be autobiographic 
While he’s regulating traffic, 
But when less pronounced congestion 
Gives him leisure, put your question, 
And without the slightest fuss 
He will designate the bus 
That will take you out to Stratford, 
Brixton, Clapham Junction, Catford, 
Hendon, Plaistow, Horsleydown, 
Cricklewood,—or any town, 
Street or district that you’re bound for; 
“Ті a thing that he’s renowned for. 
Who so amiably efficient, 
Who so helpfully omniscient, 
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Who so humorously gentle, 

So indulgently parental? 

When you’re stupefied and silly 

In the rush of Piccadilly, 

When you're feeling lost and sobby,— 

Yes, the finest thing in London is the Bobby! 


Oh, of course, you’ll see the Tower 

Where when knighthood was in flower 

They decapitated traitors, 

Nobles, queens and legislators; 

Then they'll show you old St. Paul’s, 

Crumbling bits of Roman walls, 

Galleries of wondrous treasures, 

Public parks for simple pleasures, 

Palaces remotely dated, , 

Vaulted chambers consecrated 

By Elizabeth the Spinster, 

And the Abbey of Westminster 

And the House of Commons lobby;— 
But the finest thing in London is the Bobby! 
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THE LYRIC BAEDEKER 
Іуммоотн, NORTH DEVON 


(To Miss May Tabert) 


THE maidens of Scotland, so ruddy of hue, 


Are made out of heather and apples and dew. 


The maidens of Surrey and neighboring parts 


Are made out of roses and gooseberry tarts. 


The maidens of Devon, if all that they seem, 


Are made out of strawberries, sugar and cream. 
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THE LYRIC BAEDEKER 
Paris 


Tue Taxicabs of Paris 
Malevolently squeal, 

They leap around the corner 
Upon a single wheel; 

It’s up to you to dodge them, 
For if you dare to fail 

And get yourself run over, 
They put you into jail. 


The Taxicab of Paris 
Is built for jolts and knocks; 
Its sire was a motor, 
Its dam a drygoods box; 
It wasn’t born for beauty, 
But just to travel fast; 
It may not have a future, 
But what an awful past! 
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The Taxicabs of Paris 
Are used to war’s alarms; 
They laugh at regulations, 
They hoot at Johnny Darms. 
The Johnny Darms may beckon 
And wave their white-gloved hands,— 
The Taxicabs of Paris 


Obey their own commands. 


The Taxicab of Paris 
Will rush to any rue 
Or gare or parc or jardin 
Or place or avenue— 
Unless, as sometimes happens, 
An accident prevents,— 
And if you are not careful 


May charge you twenty cents. 


Oh, Taxicabs of Paris 
Careering up and down! 
You are not painted yellow, 
Nor black-and-white, nor brown. 
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THE LYRIC BAEDEKER 
ZERMATT 


Over browns and grays 
Flecked with tillage, 
Matterhorn surveys 
Zermatt village 
Where the foamy Visp 
Plunges, racing, 
Where the air is crisp, 


Clean and bracing. 


There the babe that climbs 
Through the snowdells 
Practices its chimes 
With its yodels. 
There, afar and near, 
Swaying, swinging, 
Always shall you hear 
Bells a-ringing. 
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Long before you rise— 
Several hours, 

Bell to bell replies 
From the towers. 

Lesser tinkling notes 
Thrill the vasture 

When the local goats 


Trot to pasture. 


Next the lovely cows 
Leave their slumbers, 
Chiming, as they browse, 

Golden numbers. 
Then the bell-hung nag 
Wakes the napper; 

Every move or wag 


Shakes a clapper. 


Land of countless bells, 
Land of honey, 

Land of good hotels, 
Silver money, 
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THE LYRIC BAEDEKER 
Tue Alps 


WHERE the foaming Visp is born 
From the snows of Matterhorn, 

We whose feet had spurned the shale 
Up Katahdin’s wilder trail, 

Bound again the rover’s pack, 

Took once more the gypsy track. 


Loose of bonds of time or plan, 
Far and free our roadway ran: 
Threading valleys bowlder-strown 
Past the icy birth of Rhône, 
Past the glacier’s mighty mass 
Through the mists of Furka Pass, 
Cleaving hills of glossy pine— 
Hills that nurse the infant Rhine, 
Over Julier’s height went we 
And down the Alps to Italy. 
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Friendly greetings, easy slumbers, 
Cowbells chanting golden numbers, 
Glacial reaches calm and chilly 
Where the marmot whistles shrilly, 
Upland pastures fresh and sunny, 
Noonday halts to bread and honey, 
Plunging river, azure dome,— 


Oh, my mountains, you are home! 
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THE LYRIC BAEDEKER 
VENICE 
(A Barcarole) 


On the winding ways of Venice 
Where there’s little chance for tennis, 
But spumone, zabaione 
And chianti sweetly cheer, 
Went a roving Yankee Doodler 
(A canoedelling canoedler) 
With a shambling, gambling, 
Rambling, scrambling, 


Gondolling gondolier. 


Past San Marco’s gorgeous duomo 
Where the local genus homo 
Works at guiding, thus providing 
For his wives and children dear, 
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Past the Palace of the Doges 
With its loges and gamboges 
Rowed the shyly smiley, 

Highly wily, 
Gondolling gondolier. 


Through the narrow canaletti 
Where they hang the fresh spaghetti 
For the savor and the flavor 
Which pervade the atmosphere, 
Through the redolent Rialto 
Singing tenor and contralto, 
Oared the chanting, ranting, 
Gallivanting, 


Gondolling gondolier. 


Then across to view the Lido 
Where the universal credo 
Is, “We need you and we bleed you 
And we’re here because we’re here,” 
On the azure Adriatic 
In his cockle-shell piratic 
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Steered the dashing, plashing, 
Crimson-sashing, 


Gondolling gondolier. 


At the hour when rising Luna 
Silvers all the calm laguna, 
When the pasti and the asti 
On the festal board appear, 
Where the gondole are stranded 
Was the stranger safely landed 
By the daring, flaring, 
Earring-wearing, 


Gondolling gondolier. 


“Give-a lire hundre’-twenty 
For da trippa longa plenty!” 
In such argot to his cargo 
Spake that licensed buccaneer. 
“Why, you darned Venetian boodler!”’ 
Cried the wrathful Yankee Doodler 
To the overcharging, 
Fee-enlarging, 
Gondolling gondolier. 
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But the boatman swore, “Sapristi! 
I go tella da Fascisti!” 
So the rover forked it over 
Using language quite severe 
As he blustered, “СаП me Dennis, 
But ГІІ stay and warn all Venice 
Of the thieving, reaving, 
Arch deceiving, 


Gondolling gondolier!” 


So the Yankee, never flitting, 
On the Molo still is sitting, 
Objurgating, comminating, 
That aquatic profiteer, 
Who inhales his vermicelli 
Singing scandalous stornelli, 
Oh, the shameless, tameless, 
Fameless, nameless, 


Gondolling gondolier! 
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THE LYRIC BAEDEKER 
ROME 


WHEN you’re іп Rome it’s up to you 

То do the way the Romans do, 

And lives of ordinary Romans 

Are far from those of Oklahomans. 

Тһе Romans leave their happy homes 
For grisly tombs and catacombs; 
Unvexed by thoughts of jobs and salaries, 
They spend their days in picture galleries. 
They sometimes promenade the Corso, 
That’s like Broadway, but rather more so, 
But much prefer, in proud decorum, 

To view within the Roman Forum 

Below where Nero lived—the bounder!— 
The grave of Romulus, their Founder. 
How oft they come to gaze upon 


The monumental Pantheon! 


[93 ] 


How often, reverently solemn, 

They brood on Trajan’s mighty column 
Or wander through the Colosseum 

Or else the Vatican Museum 

Or visit glorious St. Peter’s 


To estimate its height in meters! 


At home I never stare and wonder, 
For that would be a social blunder; 
But Romans prize their city’s stories 
And flock to scan her ancient glories; 
So when in Rome, as duly bid, 

I did the way the Romans did. 
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THE TRAVELER 


Он, who would choose to be а traveler?— 

That anxious railway-guide unraveler 

Who spends his nights in berths and bunks, 

His days in chaperoning trunks; 

Who stands in line at gates and wickets 

To spend his means on costly tickets 

To Irkutsk, Liverpool and Yap 

And other dots upon the map. 

He never rests, but always hurries 

From place to place, beset with worries 

About hotels and future trips 

And just how much to give in tips. 

He plods through galleries, museums, 

Cathedrals, castles, colosseums, 

And villages reputed quaint 

With patience worthy of a saint 

To give his friends the chance of hooting, 

“You didn’t visit Little Tooting?!!” 
(951 


JAZZ 


Соме, read the dice of History and weep! 
Let contemplation give you awful pauses. 

Learn why the Lion and the Lizard keep 
The Courts of Jamshyd; scan these pregnant 

clauses 

That show why splendid empires went to sleep, 
What cataclysms come from little causes, 

How every vaunting race and nation has 


Its fated Nemesis—and ours is Jazz! 


The Past was drugged by deathly soporifics: 

The Kings of Akkad wore their beards in curls. 
Old Egypt died of mummies, hieroglyphics 

And playing Pharaoh, likewise drinking pearls. 
Assyria had many sure specifics 

For suicide, including dancing-girls. 
In Mene, mene, tekel King Belshazzar— 
Behold the doom that menaces the Jazzer! 
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Sardanapalus toyed with drink and such; 

His palace knew the flame that sears and cleanses. 
King Midas trusted gold—a faithless crutch, 

Say those who gaze through shell-encircled lenses. 
The Greeks succumbed because they talked too 

much, 

And Rome through craving panem et circenses 
Oh, ye who frolic, blind to coming woe, 
Look out! you'll stub your light fantastic toe. 


What is this Jazz?—A mad inebriation, 
Vibration, syncopation, agitation, 
Gyration, hesitation, corruscation, 
Clamation, lamentation, ululation, 
Sensation, titillation, exaltation, 
Negation, affirmation, dubitation, 
Elation, elevation, cachinnation, 


Damnation, dissipation, degradation! 


The Jazzer toils not, neither doth he spin, 
But gambles, smokes and drinks and bets on 


horses. 
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’Tis Jazz that leads the feet to paths of sin; 
It breaks up homes, it stimulates divorces, 
It wrecks the nerves, it makes a horrid din, 
Impairs both taste and health and wastes 
resources; 
It tempts our boys from virtue and the farm, 


And that is why we view it with alarm. 


I hate the thing because I think it’s ugly; 
Its voice is harsh, its motions most uncouth; 
Its dancers nestle cheek to cheek too snugly. 
Perhaps this sort of thing corrupts our youth, 
And yet I look complacently and smugly, 
Remembering how once, with little ruth, 
The bad, bad Waltz—poor, antiquated Siren— 
Was scolded by the virtuous Lord Byron. 


In every age before some Moloch-shrine 
A fickle, shameless generation grovels. 
It isn’t only woman, song and wine 
That lures the residents of halls and hovels, 
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It’s ballets, movies, clothes of vile design, 
Toy pistols, cigarettes, improper novels, 
Plucked eyebrows, rouge and lip sticks—wherefore, 
as 


We must be damned for something, make it Jazz! 
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THE WHOLE TRUTH 


You ask how I found me 
The gauds that surround me— 
That Fortune so lavishly strews? 
Their sole derivation 
Is Versification; 
This wealth is the gift of the Muse! 


This marvelous mansion 
Was builded on Scansion 
And furnished completely by Rhyme 
(That bench in the ingle 
Is merely a Jingle, 


And holds only two at a time.) 


My petrol eight-seater 
Was purchased by Meter— 
Dactylic preferred. My abode 
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At wave-girt Seaconet 
Is due to a Sonnet, 
A Rondeau, a Lay and an Ode. 


Our taxes inspired 
The Lyric required 
To pay them. Your lunch, by the way, 
Including the salad, 
Was part of a Ballad— 


We live on a Stanza a day. 


So hour by hour 
I weave in my tower 
Great Epic or Epigram small. 
And how do I do it? 
I thought that you knew it!— 


Pure Genius, brute Genius; that’s all! 
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WORK 


Tuis is the way that we set to work: 
We linger, we dawdle, we loaf, we shirk; 
We finish the toast and the coffee up, 
Including the leisurely extra cup; 
We open our mail and we lightly run 
Through letters and circulars, every one; 
We ramble the newspaper through and 

through, 
We flirt with a profitless book or two, 
We scribble a note of a sportive tone, 
We answer a call on the telephone; 
Then over the city we idly stare 
And wish we were out in the open air; 
We plead with our Soul for a longer truce, 
But know that we haven’t the least excuse, 
So, pulling a face that is most grotesque, 
We flop in the chair at the loathly desk, 
And, breathing a prayer for a swift release, 
We hammer away at a Masterpiece. 

[ 102 | 


CALL IT A DAY 


Амемт the gray “moth hour of eve” 
Sings Yeats, the Irish elf; 

I love that note, and, by his leave, 
Will carol it myself: 


When falls the postman hour of eight 
The breakfast egg I eat. 
Through all the paper hour of nine 


I scan the morning sheet, 


Until the dawdler’s hour of ten 
I read my mail, and shirk. 
Eleven strikes, the scribbling hour, 


And then I really work. 


At twelve, the sweet hand-organ hour, 
I know creative bliss; 
Before the luncheon hour of one 
Гуе wrought a song like this. 
| [ 103 ] 


At two, the brisk typewriter hour, 
The lettered keys I play. 
At three P. M., the hello hour, 


I’m telephoned away. 


Belike at four, the tennis hour, 
I drive across the net; 
At five, the cream-or-lemon hour, 


Гуе won the final set. 


At six, the crowded-subway hour, 
I weigh a book or two. 
Of course at seven, the dinner hour, 


I do as Groundlings do. 


Perchance at eight, the movie hour, 
I haste to see a show; 
Perchance at nine, the social hour, 


Some otherwhere I go. 


Full oft at ten, the festal hour, 
I toil, which likes me best. 
When comes eleven, the curtain hour, 


I lay me down to rest. 
[ 104 ] 


At twelve, the midnight-churchbell hour, 
I rarely hear a sound. 
At one A. M., the reveler’s hour, 


I still am slumber-bound. 


And if at two, the cat-fight hour, 
I turn and faintly snore, 
When creeps the burglar’s hour of three 


I’m fast asleep once more. 


And if at four, the ash-can hour, 
I waken now and then, 
Before the milkman hour of five 


I’m deep in dreams again. 


Half roused at six, the whistle hour, 
I think of all my sins. 
At seven, the bath-and-shaving hour, 


Another day begins. 
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TOBACCHANALIAN SONG 


Tue Indian chief was coppery red, 

He wore no cloth, not ever a shred, 

He had no cap to sweep from his head— 
No feathered hat nor shako. 

Sir Walter sailed from over the sea, 

His velvet cloak hung down to his knee; 

Yet unto that barbarous chief came he 


To learn to drink tobacco. 


Then back he brought to Albion’s shore 
A gift more worth than glittering ore, 
The balm that bathes the innermost core 
With fragrance peace-invoking. 
Stout Jonson puffed, the roistering Ben, 
And praised the leaf with generous pen; 
Its joys were hailed by vigorous men 
Who set the world a-smoking. 
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The Frenchman sips his minikin roll; 
The Dutchman loves his porcelain bowl; 
The woodsman lights his cob with a coal; 
The Scotsman puffs it brawly. 
Then here’s to the good old Indian chief 
Who sowed the seed, who gathered the leaf 
And gave the pipe that banishes grief 
To brave Sir Walter Raleigh! 
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THE LINGERER 
“WELL, І truly must be going!” 
And he took—his—hat. 

But there wasn’t any knowing 
When he’d leave—at—that; 
For he has the trick of standing, 

Inexhaustibly expanding 
His opinions, on the landing 


Or the front—door—mat. 


“Now ГІ really have to leave you!” 
Were the sounds—he—made; 
But (I wouldn’t dare deceive you) 
Still he stayed—and—stayed, 
Showing skill in conversation, 
Oratorical narration 
And in ratiocination 
Of the top—most—grade. 
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Then, “Good-by, I must be starting!” 
Were the words—that—fell; 

So I wrung his hand for parting 
As I sighed, “Farewell!” 

But, for all I care, he may go 

To the Island of Tobago 

Or to Tierra del Fuego 
Where the Pen—guins—dwell! 
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THE DOG’S COLD NOSE 


WHEN Noah, perceiving ’twas time to embark, 

Desired the Creatures to enter the Ark, 

The Dog, with a friendliness truly sublime, 

Assisted in herding them. Two at a time 

“Не drove in the Elephants, Zebras and Gnus 

Until they were packed like a boxful of screws, 

The Cat in the cupboard, the Mouse on the 
shelf. 

The Bug in the crack; then he backed in, himself. 

But such was the Lack of Available Space 

He couldn’t tuck all of him into the place! 


Note.—These verses, based on a bit of old English folklore, 
were first published in 1904. Some time later I learned that 
the same story had been told by Margaret Eytinge in her 
poem, “Why the Dog’s Nose Is Cold,” which may be found in 
her collection, Stories in Prose and Verse, published by 
Harper & Brothers in 1883.—A. G, 
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And so, though the rivers rushed over the plain 

And down from the heavens fell blankets of rain, 

He stood with his muzzle thrust out through the 
door 

The whole forty days of that terrible pour! 

Because of which drenching, the Sages unfold, 

The Nose of a Healthy Dog always is Cold. 
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NAILING А CALUMNY 


Our worthy Puritans, I gather 

From reading tough old Cotton Mather 
And sifting legend, fact and rumor, · 

Were wholly destitute of humor. 

A chosen race of pious Grundys, 

They duly thanked their God on Sundays 
When providential chills-and-fevers 

Erased the Redskin unbelievers. 
Remorseless Greek and Hebrew scholars, 
They wore uncompromising collars 

And gloomy headgear, cloaks and breeches; 
But, please!—they did not burn their witches! 


As long as Time his pathway trudges 

We'll hold against them sundry grudges— 

Those joyless, tyrannous fanatics 

Who stored grim furniture in attics. 
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They frowned оп sport (though everybody 
Was free to take his daily toddy); 

Dissenters all to them were fakers; 

They prisoned, flogged and banished Quakers; 
Yet, while it pleased their somber fancy 

That amateurs of necromancy 

Should be high-hanged in hempen hitches, 


At least they never burned their witches. 


They had their faults, those brave old fellows 
Whose iron aspect distance mellows; 

They had no tolerance whatever 

For things we justify as “clever”; 

They held, like some alive at present, 
That nothing could be Right and Pleasant, 
Yet killed off all their homely ladies 

As patently in league with Hades. 

Their creed and politics were tribal; 

But let us brand the ancient libel 

As false as extra curls and switches— 


They never, never burned their witches! 
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FROM THE DIARY OF А CAVE МАМ 


A CAVE MAN, too intelligent to shave, 
I occupy a comfortable cave 

By a glacial river’s waters 

With my wife, my sons, my daughters 
And a puppy, who is learning to behave. 


A warrior indomitably brave, 

I hunt the elk where leafy forests wave. 
I am fond of tribal dances 
With their delicate nuances 


And of caroling a prehistoric stave. 


These records on the walls of rocky cells, 

On mammoth tusks and reindeer horns and shells, 
Are completely copyrighted,! 
So I fear they may be slighted 

By historians like Mr. H. G. Wells. 
1 All rights reserved, including the Scandinavian. 
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I picture with a true artistic zest | 

“The Slaying of the Mammoth” and the rest 
Of my doings and adventures; 
But the Puritanic censures 


Of uncultivated critics are a pest! 


Our Tribal Wizard told me, with a sniff, 
“The things you draw are scandalous! and if 
You persist in Sabbath Breaking 
You’ll be stoned for Nature Faking!” 
So, regretfully, I shoved him off the cliff. 


The Aurochs that I wounded with a dart 
Betrays no inclination to depart; 

So I perch upon the bowlder 

Though the air is growing colder, 
For his horns are even harder than his heart. 


The gentlemen who tracked it to its lair 
May argue whether Science would declare 
That the late lamented mammal 
Is a Llama or a Camel; 
But I'll tell them it’s my Sunday bill of fare. 
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We frequently assemble at а feast— 
The barbecue of some prodigious beast. 
We delight in snapping wishbones, 

And a few intrusive fish bones 


Do not mitigate our pleasure in the least. 


My children in their angling had a shock: 
An alligator clambered up the dock, 
And his scaly tail a-swishing 
Altogether spoiled the fishing 
Till the baby taught him manners with a rock. 


My neighbor has a mammoth for a pet, 
Adopted when a tiny mammothette; 
Now the attic to the basement 
Is its measure of displacement, 


And the horrid thing persists in growing yet! 


My wife declares that tiger’s wholly out 
Of fashion, and there isn’t any doubt 
That an apronette of lion 
Is the only thing to tie on. 
How I wonder what a lion thinks about! 
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We have reached a most extraordinary stage 
Of progress on our earthly pilgrimage! 

We have weapons! We have fire! 

We have notions! We aspire! 
Oh, how glorious to live in such an age! 


A marvelous invention is the bow!— 

A most efficient weapon, don’t you know. 
But our Better Sort repute it 
Hardly sportsmanlike to shoot it 

As it doesn’t give the saber-tooth a show. 


Our orchestra have argued till they’re dumb 
The proper syncopation of the drum; 

Is it only right to thump it 

“Tump-it, tump-it, tump-it, tump-it,” 


Or permissible to interject a “Tum”? 


These shocking innovations in the dance 
Epitomize our mad extravagance; 
And this wiggly, wriggly shakedown 
That’s a sort of nervous breakdown 
Is inimical to morals and romance. 


Baga 


Not satisfied with capturing a horse, 
For culinary purposes, of course, 

In a crazy whim to ride him 

My companion leaped astride him, 


And in consequence is troubled with remorse. 


My nephew has a consort in his hall; 

He won her young affections with a maul. 
But her family, pursuing, 
Gave him such a lot of doing 

That he hasn’t any folks-in-law at all! 


As captain of a serviceable raft, 

I’m puzzled how to navigate the craft 
With an octopus to starboard 
And a crocodile to larboard 


And those hippopotamussies fore and aft. 


My cousin lately leased a lovely lair— 
A cavern with a lot of room to spare; 
But is putting off his moving 
For he finds it needs improving, 
As the tenant in possession is a bear. 
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Му uncle has apartments іп а tree 
Below a most unpleasant chimpanzee; 
But he says, “It’s well attested 
That’s the way our fathers nested, 
And what suited them is good enough for me!” 


A foreign envoy troubling us a bit, 
With diplomatic subtlety, we hit 
His medulla oblongata 
With our hardest ultimata; 
And, with corresponding subtlety, he quit. 


A visitor has introduced a game: 

You make a little ball and knock the same 
Over plains and heathy rises 
Using clubs of varied sizes. 

It has merit, but we think it rather tame. 


Our Biggest Chief has ordered me to paint 
His portrait, which I’m doing, with restraint. 
If my patron isn’t pretty, 
He is hefty, strong and gritty; 
So,—excuse me,—I must show him as he ain’t! 
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EARRINGS 


WHEN the cavemen’s wives and daughters 
Lived beside forgotten waters, 
While their dresses were but guesses, 
From their relics it appears 
That they loved esthetic fishbones 
And the talons, teeth and wishbones 
Of the lynxes and the minxes,— 
And they wore them in their ears! 
Oh, the dingle, dingle, dangles 
With their funny curves and angles! 
Though their locks were full of tangles, 


Yet they wore them in their ears. 


They had civilized descendants 
Who rejoiced in richer pendants 
Which their suitors, gallant looters! 
Won with scimitars and spears: 
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If of copper, they were proper; 
If of coral, strictly moral; 
If of onyx, they were tonics— 

And they wore them in their ears! 
Oh, the dingle, dingle, dangles 
With the jingle, jingle, jangles 
Of their gold and silver bangles! 

Still they wore them in their ears. 


Yet those jewel-hung Zobaydes 
Pale before our modern ladies, 
Wife and maiden, trinket-laden, 
Who pursue their glad careers 
Decked with intricate devices 
Of what colors, shapes and prices! 
How they shimmer, how they glimmer 
As they wear them in their ears! 
Oh, the dingle, dingle, dangles 
With their scintillating spangles! 
They are Fashion’s latest fangles,— 
And they wear them in their ears! 
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MISTLETOE MAGIC 


SHE slept beneath the mistletoe 
That Bran the Druid came to glean. 
How should the ancient harper know 


The face of Mab, the fairy queen? 


He dared to kiss the parted lips 

Of her that rules the dreams of men, 
And like the tide that rocks the ships 

His youth, his youth came back again! 


She gave her mouth, she gave her hand, 
About her waist he bent his arm, 
Away they fled to Fairyland, 
But left behind the lasting charm: 


That all are young, and none are old 
And hearts are high, though lights are 
low, 
And maids are fair and men are bold 
Beneath the magic mistletoe. 
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А COLD 


І HAVE а cold. 
I’m ninety-nine years old. 
My woes are manifold. 
My carols, free and bold, 
Are hushed; nay, do not scold! 
I cannot be cajoled 
For love or gold 
To troll, as once I trolled, 
Of mountain, sea and wold. 
Sad, leaden-souled, 
My final droll is drolled, 
My last sad scroll is scrolled. 
Behold! 
In ashes rolled, 
In sackcloth stoled, 

[123 ] 


i РА 
And ene graveyard mold. Т» 4 
1 have a a os 


"a 


` WOOD NOTES WILD 


2 
2 Ry Š 


THE MISANTHROPE 


Кас the Porcupine poked out his nose 
(He lived in the wilds where the Allegash flows); 
His whiskers were curly; 
His temper was surly; 
He’d risen too early, 
Which heightened his woes. 


Kag the Porcupine lumbered along: 
There wasn’t a thing in the woods but was wrong: 
The world as created 
Was much overrated; 
And, oh! how he hated 
That “Chick-a-dee” song! 


Kag the Porcupine lurched on his way: 
The Fox and Wolverene wished him “Good дау!” 
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But Кас only mumbled 
As onward he tumbled; 


“Some People,” he grumbled, 


“Have too much to say!” 


Kag the Porcupine grumped to the hills, 
“These Sociable Folks are the worst of my ills! 
I wish I was prickly 
And stickly!””—And quickly 
He found himself thickly 
Embattled with quills! 


Kag the Porcupine fumbles the cone, 
The thistliest, bristliest quadruped known! 
And nobody frets him, 
And nobody pets him, 
But everyone lets him 
Severely alone! 
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IMPORTANT BUSINESS 


Он, but it’s dull in the city! 
Let us be off and away; 

Deep in the woods of Katahdin 
Everyone’s busy to-day: 


Slap-on-the-Water, the Beaver, 
Trundles his tail through the bog; 
Jump-out-and-Frighten, the Partridge, 


Drums with his wings on a log. 


Little Moon-Nibbler, the Woodmouse, 
Hides in the shade of a leaf; 

Tail-in-Air Mikko, the Squirrel, 
Curses the Jay for a thief. 


Here is Wucagi, the Heron; 
Gwickwe, the Robin, is here, 
Chirping to Wapoos, the Rabbit, 
Singing to Adook, the Deer. 
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Іп lumbers Moween, the Bear cub; 
See how they scamper and run! 
Oh, but it’s dull in the city! 
Up in the woods there is fun! 
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WOODCHUCKLINGS 


Far below Katahdin’s crest 
As I flung me down to rest, 
The leathers of my pack unbuckling, 
From the opening in the wood 
Where the empty cabin stood 
I could hear a happy woodchuck chuckling. 


And I asked the chubby gnome 
At the doorway of his home 
In the clearing where the wild bee suckles, 
“Ts the trouble with your head ?— 
Is the race of foxes dead ?— 
What’s the reason for your chuck-chuck-chuckles?”’ 


Then he answered with a grin, 
“Oh, my summer harvest’s іп, 
And the hazel wands were well worth stripping; 
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And I’ve nothing else to do 
But to sit and laugh at you 
And to hear the chipper chipmunk chipping. 


“Tn our deep and roomy cell 
Is my lady-chuck, as well 

As our seven little woodchucks, wriggling; 
They are old enough to run, 

_ And they frolic in the sun, 
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And you ought to hear them gig-gig-giggling 


Then I told the merry chuck 
How I envied him his luck 

And his salutary state of being, 
Who could listen all the day 
To the squirrel and the jay 

And the chickadee a-dee-dee-deeing. 


But I had to go beyond 
To the shore of Grassy Pond 
And a buffle-head with ten big ducklings; 
So I slung my heavy pack 
And I took the mossy track 
And I left him to his chuck-chuck-chucklings. 
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FLAPPERS 


“THE way that your daughters 
Flap over the waters 
And all the commotion they make 
With splashing and squawking, 
Occasion much talking,” 


The Heron observed to the Drake. 


“They ought to be steady, 
Not reckless and heady; 
They ought to be modest and shy; 
They oughtn’t to skitter; 
You know it is fitter 


For Flappers to paddle or Яу.” 


“Such crimes were reported,” 
The Sheldrake retorted, 
“Of hosts of young Flappers before. 
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While ex-Flappers worried, 
They fluttered and scurried; 


But weren’t they learning to soar? 


“Апа so,” laughed the Drake, 
“Don’t make a mistake: 
In spite of all quacks and all clucks, 
Remember, old chap, 
Though Flappers will flap, 
That Flappers grow up to be Ducks.” 
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ABOUT TROUT 


Tue Trout first under observation 

Had much too much imagination: 
Because he let his fancy rule him, 

It wasn’t any trick to fool him. 

Some varicolored bits of feather 

By crafty fingers tied together 
Appeared—it really seems incredible— 

To him appeared distinctly edible. 

And hence, by all his friends regretted, 
This hapless Trout was played and netted. 


A second Trout, devoid of vision, 

At pretty-pretties flung derision. 

His soul was mean, his brain was earthly, 

His body waxed unduly girthly. 

No gaudy flies, no fancy dishes, 

But grubs, said he, were food for fishes! 
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Yet those that rush for grubs and win them 
See not the barbs that lie within them; 
And this low-minded Trout was fated 

To meet a hook adroitly baited. 


Our final Trout was too suspicious: 
Because he knew that men are vicious, 
In every fly that hit the water 

He saw an instrument of slaughter,— 
In every toothsome caterpillar 

A salmo-fontinalis-killer. 

So, like a veteran dyspeptic, 

At dinner-time a bitter skeptic, 

For fear of eating indiscreetly 


The creature starved himself completely. 


Which proves, I think, beyond a doubt, 
Whatever way you work it out, 


That life is mighty hard on Trout. 
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FISHERMAN’S LUCK 


You can’t be calmly idle 
While fishing here, in Maine; 
The trout are suicidal 
Or possibly insane. 
It seems to be their habit 
To see a thing and grab it; 
They love to get on double 
To give you extra trouble 
And keep your landing net 
Continuously wet. 
You need no ibis, hackle 
Or Parmachene Belle; 
Red flannel on your tackle 


Would answer just as well. 


The trout of Little Grassy, 
So impudent and sassy, 
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Are madly enterprising, 
Unanimously rising 

In any kind of weather 

At any shade of feather. 
The trout of Lily Pad 

Are easy to be had;— 

An observation which 
Applies to Windy Pitch; 
But those of Dacey Pond, 
Intelligent beyond 

The trout of other waters, 
Instruct their sons and daughters 
Untouched to let a fly light 
Except, perhaps, at twilight. 


In these remarks please find an intimation 


Of how I spend a wilderness vacation. 
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NOCTURNE 


Тне three-toed tree-toad 
Sings his sweet ode 
To the moon: 
The funny bunny 

And his honey 
Trip in tune. 
The gentle cricket 
From his thicket 

Lifts his сгооп; 
A love-lorn owlet 
Of his fowlet 
Begs a boon. 
Across the water 
To her daughter 
Calls the loon; 
A happy froglet 
From his boglet 
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Chants his rune. 
The yellow hound-dog 
And the brown dog 

Bay the ’coon; 
The chipmunk dozes 
Where the rose’s 

Leaves are strewn; 
All through the night-time 
Till the bright time 

Comes, too soon, 
The three-toed tree-toad 
Sings his sweet ode 


To the moon. 
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PACKS 


Тноосн faintlings be 
Who cry, “‘We’re free! 
No burden-trammeled packers; 
On the long, long road 
We will bear no load!” 


Away with the lazy slackers! 


A pack you’ll take 
For your manhood’s sake 
If the soul of a man is in you; 
And the pack will show 
What it’s joy to know— 
Your strength of heart and sinew. 


A well-hung pack 
In the small of your back, 
The weight on hips and shoulders, 
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Has the touch of a friend 
On the trails that bend 
Over the logs and bowlders. 


Put into your pack 
For the mountain track 
Or grassy road or ferny 
Not too much stuff, 
But just enough, 
And what will serve your journey. 


Then up with your pack— 
No strap too slack 
Nor yet too tightly girden— 
With room to spare 
For your rightful share 


Of a weaker trailsman’s burden. 
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WINTER QUARTERS 


Down in the marshes, by the alder clump, 
The muskrat seeks his mud-domed house; 
Snug in the hollow of a poplar stump 
Is curled the light-foot, white-foot mouse. 


A bowlder wall protects the home 

Where chipmunk reigns, a drowsy king; 
And five good feet beneath the loam 
~ Old gaffer woodchuck waits the spring. 


Rustling the brier and the frosted grass, 
Complaining sparrows hunt for haws; 
Low through the tassels of the hemlock pass 


The heavy crows with hungry caws. 


But one in all a world of white 
Brave hearted, laughs in silver glee— 

That stub-tailed, club-tailed, snub-tailed sprite, 
Our winter-lover, chickadee. 
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INDIAN PIPE AND MOCCASIN FLOWER 


INDIAN pipe and moccasin flower 
Grow where the woodland waves, 

Grow in the moss and the bracken bower 
Trod by the light-foot braves 

Who played their part, who lived their hour 
And left, with a name that thrills, 

Indian pipe and moccasin flower 


Scattered among our hills. 
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INDIAN FAIRIES 


Way tell of Old World fairies— 
Your sylphs who dance o’ nights, 

Your Pucks of hearths and dairies! 
We boast of braver sprites: 

Our mountains, heaven steepled, 
Their glens and craggy shelves, 

And all our woods, are peopled 


By little redskin elves. 


With tiny bows and quivers, 
War-panoplied, they cruise 
Our brooks and lakes and rivers 

In chestnut-leaf canoes; 
They hunt in wildernesses 

Of Indian pipe and fern; 
In lichen-veiled recesses 


Their flames of council burn. 
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They steal among the thickets 
On velvet moccasins, 
And like a chime of crickets 
Their mighty war-whoop dins. 
But only forest-lovers 
Who look with clearer eyes 
May know beneath what covers 


Their mushroom wigwams rise. 


Oh, kindly hid companions! 
Your drowsy spell Гуе known 
In Rocky Mountain сайопѕ, 
Below Katahdin’s throne, 
Amid the Thousand Islands, 
By Shenandoah’s flow, 
Among my own dear Highlands 
And hills of Ramapo. 


The dogwood blossoms whiter 
About your secret lairs; 
You paint our maples brighter 


Than maples otherwheres; 
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You thrill our woods and prairies 
With all your antick selves, 
You friendly Indian fairies, 
You blesséd redskin elves! 
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THE CALL TO THE COUNCIL 


MEN of the Нӧ-деп-о-ѕайпее, 

Tribes of the League of the Iroquois, 
Clans of the Bear and the Beaver, 
Come to the place of the council! 
Braves of the fierce Caniéngas, 
Come from the falls of the Mohawk! 
Chiefs of the wise Onond4gas, 

Come from the deep Tawaséntha! 
Oneidas, Cayugas and Senecas, 
Come from the swift Cattaratgus, 
Come from the lakes of the sunset! 
Sons of the free Tuscaréras, 

Come from the maize and the rice fields, 


Come from the trails of the southland! 


Strong are the walls of the Long House 
Reared by the mighty To-da-ho; 
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Wide аге the doors of the Long House 
Raised by the great Hiawéntha; 

High is the roof of the Long House 
Arched from the Lakes to the Ocean. 
Men of the Hé-den-o-satinee, 

Chiefs of the League of the Iroquois, 
Come at the call of the sachems, 


Come for the need of the Nation! 
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PEACE ОЕ THE WOODS 


А Moon’s enthralled in а waveless lake 
Where mists arise and flow; 

A big buck bells from the trampled brake 
Where antlered heads are low; 

Around the pyre of a dying fire 
Are flung the forms of men 

Enchanted deep in full-breath’d sleep :— 


With morn they’re born again. 


The deerhound bays in the Northern Woods; 
The dreaming pines awake; 

The partridge whirs, the squirrel skirrs, 
The big buck breasts the lake. 

The trout’s aflash at the scarlet fly, 
The quivering rod’s agleam— 

But far from the Northern Woods am I, 
And far from the bowldered stream. 
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Peace of the Woods! for them that may, 
And the lair of deer and trout 

Where Bob White pipes your reveille 
And the owlet calls, “Lights out!” 

Peace of the Woods and forest joys!— 
It’s, oh, that they were back— 

The pathless ways and the careless days 
Of Rifle and Rod and Pack. 
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WINTER TRAMPING 


Гук а pocketful о” money 
Where there used to be a lack, 
And a little pot of honey 
In my tattered haversack; 
For the winter day is sunny 
And I’m going there and back, 
Through the whiteness of the drift-encumbered 
trail. 
Crimson hips are bravely showing 
Where the roses used to blow; 
Scarlet bittersweet is glowing 
On the hedges all arow 
Where a jolly brook is flowing 
Through a silent sweep of snow; 


And the Chickadee is chirping on the rail. 
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А SKATER’S VALENTINE 


WHAT if the air has a nipping tooth! 
Our hearts beat high with the blood of youth, 
And a crystal sheet, unmarred, awaits 
The silver ring of our flashing skates. 
The peaks are white, the sky is blue, 
All that the landscape lacks is You! 
The ice is clear, the winds are still; 

So if you’ll come, as I pray you will, 
The frosted pines of the mountain side 
Shall watch us swing and dart and glide 
Over the lake with the moon above, 


Your small hand warm in my big brown glove! 
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MARCH 


“Но!” laughs the Winter; 
“Thought I’d gone for keeps? 
Watch me blow 
Clouds of snow, 
Pile it up in heaps! 
Here’s a frost! 
Buds are lost, 
Deep in downy flakes. 
Hasty Spring, 
Foolish thing, 


Rues her young mistakes!” 


“Oh!” wails the Springtime; 
“Thou of icy spear, 
Take my best, 
Leave the rest— 
Tyrant of the Year!” 
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Then the ponds 
Burst their bonds; 
Leap a thousand rills; 
Melt the snows; 
Winter goes, 
Crowned with daffodils! 
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THE SCARECROW 


Амір the growing wheat he stands, 
That shabby lord of fertile lands. 

His tattered coat tails woo the breeze, 
His trousers bag at seat and knees, 

His hat, worn rakishly askew, 

Is dated, maybe nineteen-two. 

One arm is stretched above the grain 
And one, uplifted, rears a cane 
Portending fearful dooms to fall 


On winged marauders, each and all. 


Yet when the Bluebirds thither hie, 
Sweet lilting bits of summer sky, 

He half relents—for well he knows 

Whose prowess checks those harvest foes 
The Grub, the Worm, the Slug, the Snail; 
And so he gives them grudging hail: 
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“Take your due—a grain or two, 
And come no more to-day. 


Away, Birds, away!” 


But when he sees the sooty Crows 
Arrayed in meditative rows 

And hears the harsh, discordant “Caw!” 
That threatens raid with beak and claw, 
In dread of dearth or scanty sheaves 


He thus repels those ruthless thieves: 


“Away, Crows, away! 
Our farmer’s son has got a gun— 
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Away, Crows, away 
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SIR CHRISTOPHER WREN 


SIR CHRISTOPHER WREN is completing a home 

Constructed of grasses and capped with a dome, 

Delightfully sheltered and strong as may be— 

For where is the architect abler than he? 

And Robin and Sparrow and Martin and Thrush 

Can read on that snug little camp in the brush 

In characters plain as though writ with a pen, 

“This house was designed by Sir Christopher 
Wren.” 


Sir Christopher Wren and his brisk Lady Jane 
Are whisking from dooryard and thicket and lane 
With fardels of Fairyland, load after load, 
And busily thatching their future abode 
And making it cozy with ravel and fluff, 
For soon in its walls there’ll be children enough! 
Perhaps there’ll be seven, quite possibly ten; 
A family man is Sir Christopher Wren. 
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Sir Christopher Wren is a rollicking blade 

Who’s never downhearted and never afraid, 

Who sings, as he flits like a runaway elf, 

A song that is five times as big as himself. 

Each flirt of his impudent, eloquent tail 

Declares that he’s right and that Right will prevail. 

So, welcome to orchard and garden again, 

True knight and good neighbor, Sir Christopher 
Wren! 
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ТНЕ ІЛЕЕ ОЕ ТНЕ ВЕЕ 


THE Bee’s а frump; 
Her form is plump 
And clothed in velvet fuzziness. 
When days are bright, 
In busy flight 
She goes about her buzziness. 


Though counted wise, 
She fails to prize 
The weather’s pleasant Springiness; 
She’s quite morose 
And awful close!— 
And elf of stingy stinginess. 


Yet Maeterlinck 
Through pen and ink 
Has made her name illustrious; 
For, always mussed 
With clover dust, 
She’s dustily industrious. 
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THE WANDERING WALLAROO 
(To Professor Adolph E. Waller) 


The following list shows the newly acquired mammals in the 
New York Zoological Park: 1 thylacine, 3 hyraxes, 2 water 
mongooses, 1 echidna, 2 rabbit-eared bandicoots, 2 West Aus- 
tralian rat kangaroos, 1 tree kangaroo, 3 yellow-footed rock 
wallabies, 2 Woodward kangaroos and young, І wallaroo, r 
brush-tailed wallaby, 2 short-tailed wallabies, 1 Paddy Mellen 
wallaby, 2 rufus-necked wallabies, 2 Tasmanian black phalan- 
gers, 6 spotted phalangers, 3 dusky phalangers, 3 gray phalan- 
gers, 3 Papuan phalangers, 1 Australian phalanger, 4 mar- 
supial mice, 3 Australian water rats.—W. Т. Hornapay, in 
Science. 


Way out in dry Australia 
Where dwell such queer mammalia— 
The Mullingong, 
The blithe Bettong, 
The thorned Echidna, too, 
They snared a Striped-backed Bandicoot, 
A long-eared Rabbit Bandicoot, 
A bandit Banded Bandicoot 
And a wandering Wallaroo. 
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The climbing Myrmecobius, 
Who isn’t hydrophobious, 
They sought, they fought, 
They caught and brought 
And caged, a trifle blue, 
With a frisky Brush-tailed Wallaby, 
A raging Red-necked Wallaby, 
A Paddy Mellen Wallaby 
And the wandering Wallaroo. 


What strange events awaited them! 
Their ruthless captors freighted them 
Across the brine 
To us, who pine 
To see them in the Zoo, 
With a Flying Brown Phalanger, 
A Common Gray Phalanger, 
A Papuan Phalanger 
And the wandering Wallaroo. 
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BIRDS 


Tue Bluebird stands for Happiness, 
The Bantam stands for Scrappiness, 
The Peacock stands for Vanity and Pride; 
The ‘Owl implies Sagacity, 
The Parrot means Loquacity, 
The stately Swan is Grace personified. 


The Wren is Domesticity 
And Marital Felicity 
(A pretty phrase devised to test the breath). 
The Dove, of course, is Peacefulness; 
The Crow portends Deceasefulness,— 


A manufactured synonym for Death. 


The Eagle means Nobility, 
The lowly Hen, Humility; 
In fact, when any connoisseur of words 
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ТО SUNDRY TOO EARLY BIRDS 


Dear Robin Redbreast, gentle sprite, 
I love your mellow “Cheep!” 
But is no Early Worm in sight? 


Or don’t you ever sleep? 


Oh, Sparrow, Bobolink and Wren! 
Though much I prize your art, 
You need not chant your lays again,— 


I know them now by heart. 


Үелі break my heart, ye bonny birds 
That perch upon the stem; 
Your songs are quite too sweet for words, 


But not at 4 А.М.! 
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SONG OF HATE FOR EELS 


Он, the slimy, squirmy, slithery eel! 
He swallows your hook with malignant zeal, 
He tangles your line and he gums your reel, 


The slimy, squirmy, slithery eel. 


Oh, the slimy, squirmy, slithery eel! 
He cannot be held in a grip of steel, 
And when he is dead he is hard to peel, 
The slimy, squirmy, slithery eel. 


Oh, the slimy, squirmy, slithery eel! 

The sorriest catch in the angler’s creel; 
Who said he was fit for a Christian meal— 
The slimy, squirmy, slithery eel! 


Oh, the slimy, squirmy, slithery eel! 
Malevolent serpent! who dares reveal 
What eloquent fishermen say and feel 
Concerning the slithery, slimy eel? 
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А WARNING 


THE Rhino-potto-gator and the Alli-hippo-dile 
And the Kanga-ceros-porcu-phanti-raffe 
Had never, from their infancy, unbended in a smile, 


A giggle, or a snicker, or a laugh. 


So, when upon the ridges of the Pleistocene they 
saw 
The Chimp-oranga-dillo-wanda-linct, 
They horribly exploded in a thunderous guffaw— 
And that’s why they’re so fatally extinct. 


Then learn to laugh a little (you will find it worth 
your while). 
And shun the fate that smote with cruel gaff 
The Rhino-potto-gator and the Alli-hippo-dile 
And the Kanga-ceros-porcu-phanti-raffe. 
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KINDNESS ТО INSECTS 


I Saw a Melancholy Wasp 

Upon a Purple Clover Knosp, 

Who wept, “Тһе Poets do me Wrong, 
Excluding me from Noble Song— 

Though Pure am I and Wholly Crimeless— 
Because, they say, my Name is Rhymeless! 
Oh, had I but been born a Bee, 

With Heaps of Words to Rhyme with me, 
I should not want for Panegyrics 

In Sonnets, Epics, Odes and Lyrics! 

Will no one free me from the Curse 

That bars my Race from Lofty Verse?” 
“My Friend, that Little Thing Dll care for 
At once,” said I—and that is wherefore 

So tenderly I set that Wasp 

Upon a Purple Clover Knosp. 
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SANCTUARY 


Biuesirp, Martin, Phoebe, Wren, 
Hither wing your way again! 
Flicker, Junco, Chick-a-dee, 
Choose your shelter, bush or tree! 
Come, our little feathered guests! 
Boldly build your guarded nests, 
Safely rear your chirping broods 
Here, where never foe intrudes— 
Squirrel, Snake, nor Hornéd Owl, 


Hawk asweep, nor Cat aprowl. 


Swallow, Robin, Cedar-bird, 
Here no sound of gun is heard; 
Tanager and Oriole, 
Make our grove your northern goal! 
Through our orchard take your flight, 
Fill our garden with delight! 
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Free are you of field and croft, 
Earth below and air aloft 
Bluebird, Whitethroat, Phoebe, Wren, 


Let our home be yours again! 
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WITCH FARM 


SUDDENLY the road grew strange; 

An incommunicable change 

Had glorified the upland way 

My feet had worn from dawn to gray 
Through boyhood years; and on I went 
In eager-hearted wonderment 

Like some knight-errant, pixy-led, 
Toward marvels, always just ahead. 

I crossed a bridge that spanned a linn 
Of silent pools, and stood within 

A dell—an unfamiliar dell 


Among the hills I knew so well. 


Before me spread a sunny farm; 

And where a river’s silver arm 

Was bent about a little wood, 

In checkered light the farmhouse stood, 
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With sweeping O with shadowy eaves, 
And walls green-mailed in ivy leaves. 
Beyond the house, but not too far, 

A wheat field met the pasture bar; 

And here were friendly apple trees, 

And there were daisy-dotted leas 

And hills of maize; and nearer by 


A well sweep pointed toward the sky. 


But nothing spoke or stirred; I heard 
No sound of cricket, bee or bird, 

Or voice of man. Yet everywhere 
Were homely signs of recent care. 


The paths were swept, the lawns were 
mown, 


With burnished pans the dairy shone, 
And all the kindly house was dressed 
As though to greet a welcome guest. 
Then, memories of former dream, 

Or being, made the valley seem 

A long-loved home, a waiting shrine; 
My heart re-echoed, “This is mine!” 
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But dusk came down; апа down the hill 

In dusk went I, with wish and will 

To come once more and claim my own. 

Oh, heart’s desire, had I but known 

The need and word to break the charm 

That guards you safe from man—Witch 
Farm! 

Witch Farm—in vain the road І tread; 

It will not lead where once it led. 

Witch Farm—to each his paradise, 

Seen once by few, by no one twice. 

Witch Farm—I rove the wood and glen, 

But shall not find the way again! 
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А VALENTINE 


Col. Geo. Washington to Mistress Martha Custis, 
1758. 


Furr oft the Indian’s Shaft 15 vainly sped; 

A friendly Tree may take the Frenchman’s Lead; 
But Vulcan’s Self could never Shield devise 

To turn the Dart that’s- winged by Patsey’s Eyes. 
What ’Vantage is it safely to have passed 

Thro’ icy Streames & Wildernesses vast 

With snowy Drift below and Storm above, 

To lose one’s Way in Labyrinths of Love! 

A Captive, I, that yet would not be free: 

Ah, Gentle Gaoler, ever hold the Key, 

Yet hear thy stricken Prisoner’s Appeal 


That she who gave his Wound, that Wound may 
heal! 
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LITTLE SONGS 


ЕМУҮ 


I HAVE a yellow jumping-jack 
And Billy has another; 

My jumping-jack he kicks one leg 
Before he kicks the other. 


But Billy’s yellow jumping-jack 
I think is better fun, 

Because he kicks the other leg 
Before he kicks the one! 
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THE DANCING LESSON 


I cREPT upstairs when I heard a noise, 

And there in the room where they keep my toys 
The White Clown Doll, as bold as brass, 

Was teaching a midnight dancing class! 

Said the White Clown Doll, “‘Do just like me! 
Left foot forward—one, two, three! 

Two-step sideways, point your toe, 


A hop and a skip and away you go!” 


The Football Doll he tried and tried, 
But he only could kick and he never could glide; 
And the Big Dutch Doll in the gingham dress 


Was ’most too heavy to dance, I guess. 


The Kewpie Doll was the funniest sight! 
One foot went left while the other went right; 
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While the Little Pink Doll began to hop 


But hadn’t a notion when to stop. 


And the Youngest Dolls (there are three of those) 
Just wouldn’t hold straight, nor point their toes, 
But giggled and romped and were awful bad, 
-And the White Clown Doll he was dreadful mad! 


Then the Blue Ribbon Dog went, “Wow, wow, 
wow!” 


And everyone danced as they best knew how, 


Till they dropped right down as the clock struck 
four, 


All in a heap on the playroom floor! 


[179 ] 


WHY NOT? 


Он, such a dolly Santa Claus 
Brought Betsy Jane from heaven! 
For Betsy Jane is three-foot-one, 


The dolly, three-foot-seven! 


Her hair is gold, her eyes are blue, 
Her cheeks are tinted red, 

And every night that great big doll 
Puts Betsy Jane to bed! 
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PERHAPS THEY ARE 


-I opte leave my dollies out 


All night in pleasant weather; 


But they don’t mind—they love to rest 


Beneath the trees together. 


i 


For once to where my dollies were 
А band of fairies flew 

And danced with them, because they thought 
My dolls were fairies, too! 
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ELEGY ОМ A VIRTUOUS DOLL 


Husue_p be all sounds profane! Let great and small 
In silence grace our solemn funeral 


Where gentle wooden beasts of every kind 

From Noah’s Ark in sad procession wind. 

Let Biff, the Cat, attend in somber veil, 

And Bim, the Pup, with crépe about his tail, 
While they that knew her best her worth declare: 
Oh, velvet Elephant! Oh, Teddy Bear! 

Lament Ginevra Jane, so pure, so good, 


That pearl of Dollyhood! 


How fair she was! Her cheeks were roses rare, 
Her eyes were violets, red gold her hair. 

How true she was! Though human passion errs, 
What constancy in comradeship was hers! 

Yet, mistress of her soul, no passing joys 


Nor griefs untold could shake her equipoise. 
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Though pierced with pins that searched her being’s 
core, 


Though sat upon, though banged upon the floor, 
Though vigorously spanked—enduring child, 


How amiably she smiled! 


Mourn, mourn in all the ecstasy of woe! 
Yet, shall we mourn her selfishly who know 
The happy fate of dolls as good as she 

That now on rainbow-pinions, light and free, 
Disport in dewy glade or mossy dell 

With Cobweb, Mustard Seed and Ariel? 
No, let us think of dear Ginevra Jane 
Reborn to dance in blithe Titania’s train; 
For, wand in hand and silver star on brow, 


She is a Fairy now! 
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А WHITE CHRISTMAS 


Ам I, who scowl upon the drifted white, 


Who stamp and shake, that boy for whom the 
snow 


Came down from Heaven, bringing pure delight ?— 


Oh, was that ten, or fifty years ago? 
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CHRISTMAS GNOMES 


On Christmas Eve the Christmas gnomes 
In dim-lit rooms of happy homes 
Enact their playful dramas. 
Their little feet are mostly bare; 
They haven’t any clothes to wear 


But nighties or pajamas. 


Before the dark is wearing thin, 

They come, with whispers, stealing in 
To peer in spots forbidden, 

In closets, drawers and other nooks 

Where presents—playthings, picture books, 
Or goodies, may be hidden. 


They seize the dolls; without remorse 
They swarm the new-found hobbyhorse 
And set him madly rocking; 
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They open every box; they pour 
Upon the floor the varied store 


Of every well-filled stocking. 


They dance around the Christmas tree, 
And,—oh! „that such a thing could be! 
Those ruthless young Comanches! 

With eager, coral tongues they lick 
Each red-striped candy walking-stick 
Upon the bending branches! 


And when they’ve seen and romped their fill, 
While all the house is dreaming still 
And still the darkness hovers, 
With elfin craft they slip away, 
I don’t know where, but I should say 


Perhaps beneath the covers. 
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А УІСМЕТТЕ 


THE baby rolled across the floor 
And grabbed a sugar-plum. 
Josephus, who is nearly four, 


Paraded with a drum. 


Marie and Helen made the place 
A roller-skating rink, 
While Peter broke the dolly’s face 


To analyze her wink. 


And as the noise of childish glee 
Re-echoed through the house, 

The kitten climbed the Christmas tree 
And caught a candy mouse! 
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AN EASTER FABLE 


One Easter,—something most immoral !— 
The Easter Eggs began to quarrel. 
“You must admit,” a proud Egg said, 
“That Гт the best because I’m red.” 
“Oh no!” replied a lively fellow; 
“Why, look at me! I’m golden yellow!” 
“Huh! Гт as good as both of you 
And better,” cried a third; “I’m blue!” 
So each one talked about his color 
And said how other Eggs were duller, 
And bragged of purple, pink, and green 
And every tint and shade between, 
Until the Furry Easter Bunny 
Hopped up and laughed, “ You’re awful funny! 
For, just as sure as Hens have legs, 
Beneath your shells you’re only Eggs 
And all alike, so don’t be silly!” 
“Quite true!” agreed the Easter Lily. 

( 188 | 


THANKSGIVING WISHES 


I wisH you all that pen and ink 
Could write, and then some more! 
I hope you cannot even think 


Of half you’re thankful for. 


I hope your table holds a wealth 
Of prime Thanksgiving fare, 

And Love and Peace and Joy and Health 
Will all be seated there. 


I trust your guests will all be bright, 
But none of them too wise, 
And each will bring an appetite 


For mince or pumpkin pies. 


I hope the fowls will all be fat, 
The cider sweet to quaff, 
And when you snap a Wishbone, that 
You'll win the larger half! 
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THOSE PILGRIM CHILDREN 


THROUGH four wet months, you’ve often heard, 
The Pilgrim Fathers braved the waters; 
But no one writes a single word 


About the Pilgrim Sons or Daughters. 


They must have had a dreary trip! 
I hope they had their games and races. 
I’m sure they romped about the ship 


And swarmed the ratlines, shrouds and braces. 


And many times across the side 

I know their handlines went a-swishing; 
Those Pilgrim Children surely tried 

To while away the hours a-fishing. 


Perhaps they caught, to boil or bake, 
Some bluefish, porgies, fluke and codfish, 
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Or haddock, flounders, plaice and hake 
With sculpins, skates and other odd fish. 


And what those Pilgrim Children took 

On hooks as fast as they could bait them, 
They carried to the Pilgrim Cook— 

And then the Pilgrim Fathers ate them! 
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THE INDIVIDUALIST 


Wuar Johnny did I don’t recall 

(If fault there was the fault was small); 
And still his mother shook her head, 

As mothers will, and sternly said: 

“Why, Johnny, I’m surprised! You know 
You don’t see Freddie doing so!” 

Then Johnny, having sucked a thumb, 

A philosophic soul to plumb, 

Produced this apothegm sublime 

With Deathless Truth: “Him’s Һе. Me, I’m!” 


So when the Good, the Wise, the Grave, 

Who love to tell us, “Now behave!” 

Demur in sacerdotal tones: 

“Why don’t you act like Mr. Jones?” 

“Why don’t you show a little pith 

Like Robinson—or Brown—or Smith?” 
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There being nothing much to say 
Except that each must go his way, 
Reply to them, in prose or rhyme, 

As Johnny did: “Him’s he. Me, I’m!” 
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LOST CHILDREN 


A LITTLE boy named Ben 
Had a hole in his stocking 
That was positively shocking 
And big enough for ten; 
And it grew and it grew 
Till the little boy fell through, 


And he never was heard of again! 


A little boy named Paul— 
No, I think his name was Bertie,— 
Was (excuse me, please) so dirty 
That while running through a hall 
Where there wasn’t any light 
He got so mixed up with Night 
That they can’t ever see him at all! 


But a little girl named Cis 
Was so late to school each morning 
(Though they gave her every warning) 
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FIRST LESSONS ІМ BANKING 


Dear Bosse: In the Cause of Thrift 
I send a Highly Moral Gift— 

A Model Savings Bank, affording 

A Means of Temporary Hoarding. 

This Bank is made of Babbitt’s Metal 
And shaped like Popocatepetl; 

The Top thereof presents to View 

A Slit for dropping Pennies through. 
The Chime of Pennies clinking-clanking 
Imparts the Only Joy of Banking. 


But when you wish to draw your Pence, 
Remembering that Violence 
Is like to rouse Parental Clamor, 
Forbear to smash it with a Hammer, 
But shake and bounce the Bank about 
Until the Pennies tumble out. 
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And when these Faithful Walls surrender 
Reluctantly your Legal Tender, 

You will, I have a Fond Misgiving, 
Expend the Whole in Wasteful Living. 
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LITTLE JACK HORNER 


No, he ain’t smart, I guess. He’s jus’ 

A quiet, thoughtful little cuss, 

That boy. But it does beat four kings 

The way he seems to notice things! 

I kinder think he’ll be, some day, 

A sort of nater’list. Why, say! 

Las’ Friday, when she come to bake, 

His ma she made the son a cake 

Chock full о” plums; and out he trots 

An’ sets among his flower pots 

An’ picks them plums out, one by one, 

An’ eats ’em, jus’ the way you done 

When you was little; while his eyes 

Keeps busy watchin’ butterflies 

Afloat above the four-o’-clocks 

An’ bees among the hollyhocks, 

So good, so quiet, not a sound— 

You’d never dreamt a boy was round, 
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When, jus’ as if he’d struck a pin 

He jumps, an’ comes a-toddlin’ in 
(A-rubbin’, puzzled-like an’ slow, 

The place where all his vittles go) 

To where his ma is beatin’ eggs: _ 

“Oh, ma!” he chirps; “hez plums got legs?” 
“Why, по!” sez she. “Well, then,” sez he, 


“T—guess—I—must—have—et—a—bee!” 
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WHAT A TIRED BOY WANTS 


He doesn’t need a pillow, soft and dreamy; 
He doesn’t need a sofa or a bed; 

It may be hard, it may be rough and seamy, 
But anywhere will do to rest his head. 


The place he occupies may be required 
For other plans and purposes than his; 
But when a little boy is truly tired 


He wants to go to sleep just where he is! 
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YOURE ALWAYS GOOD ТО COMPANY 


I NEVER have a bit of fun when people come to call; 

You talk to them an’ not to me—it isn’t fair at all! 

You give ’em lots of san’wiches an’ chocolate an’ tea, 

You’re always good to Company, an’ never good 
to me. 


No matter what they do or say, you always treat 
’em kind. 

When Mrs. Martin broke the cup, you told her, 
“Never mind!” 

But when I broke one you were just as cross as you 
could be. 

You’re always good to Company, an’ never good 
to me. 


You gave one teeny cake to me, an’ five to Uncle 
Will; 

You never said, “Don’t interrupt!” or, “Hush!” 
or, “Do Бе still!” 
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To old Miss Davis when she talked from two to 
half past three. 

You’re always good to Company, an’ never good 
to me. 


I wish that I was Company instead of living here; 

You wouldn’t say, “Now run an’ play,” or, 
“Mother’s busy, dear!” 

Or, “Gracious! Wash your face an’ hands, the 
child’s a sight to see!” 

You’re always good to Company, an’ never good 
to me! 
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THE FAIRY’S VALENTINE 


I saw a little elf 
Who was sitting by himself 
In a hollow that was warm and sunny. 
He had cut a little pen 
Of a feather of a wren 


And he dipped it into golden honey, 


And he wrote with all his might: 
“Oh, my darling little sprite, 
You are sweeter than the clover 
That the bee is buzzing over 
And I love you, I adore you, 
And I’m always longing for you 
And you’re always growing dearer 
And I wish that you were nearer. 
I can think of nothing clever, 
But I’m yours, and yours forever 
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If you wish it so or not!” 


And he ended with a blot. 


Then I copied out his letter 
(As I couldn’t write a better), 
And I’m signing it and sending it to you, 


For it’s true! 
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YOUR PUPPY’S VALENTINE 


IF clouds are gray 
Or skies are blue 
Or come what may, 
You know I’m true. 
The cat will purr, 
Then show a claw; 
I’m not like her! 
Your will’s my law. 
So please be kind! 
I ask no more. 
ГІІ trot behind 
Or race before; 
I shall not fail 
Your least command. 
I wag my tail, 
I lick your hand, 
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For thus do I 
My faith avow: 
Ki-yi, ki-yi! 


Bow-wow-wow-wow! 
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PETS 


THE little Armadillo 
Across the southern billow 
Is much too stiff 
For comfort, if 


You take him for a pillow. 


The Independent Camel 
Objects to any trammel; 
And some there are 
Who think him far 


Too bumpitty a mammal. 


The baby Kangaroodle, 

That small Australian noodle, 
Just hops and hops 
And never stops!— 

Га rather have a Poodle. 
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WOODCHUCKS 


*Way down in earth where none can see 
There live two grown-up woodchucks, 
With babies whom they teach to be 
Not only wood, but good chucks. 


Their house is warm and weather-proof 
With clay above and under; 
And when I romp across the roof 


I’m sure they think it’s thunder! 
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AN ARCTIC CONVERSATION 


Sarp the brown fur seal to the little Eskimo 
Where the gray gulls wheel to the blue ice floe, 
“While it’s fine up here in the long, bright day, 
Down below, my dear, is the place to play; 

For the mermaids sing in their golden caves 
Where the starfish cling and the seaweed waves 
And the narwhal grim through the darkness glides 
And the sea trout swim with their rainbow sides 
And you have to look out for the great big whales 
When they roll about and they flap their tails!” 
“But isn’t it со-о-о14?” asked the little Eskimo. 
“Why, no!” said the seal, “I shouldn’t say so!” 
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ОЕ COURSE YOU WOULD! 


Now wouldn’t you smile 
At the curious style 
Of an elephant walking on stilts? 
And wouldn’t you weep 
If a Barbary sheep 


Should lunch on your grandmother’s quilts? 


And mightn’t you cry 
If a leopard should try 
To sing when he didn’t know how? 
And wouldn’t you laugh 
If a flying giraffe 
Should light on the sycamore bough? 
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FUNNY ANIMALS 


“Tuey tell me,” said the Hippo with a smile, 
“That exercise is coming into style; 

So I jump the skipping-rope 

Like an airy antelope; 


I’m the happy, hoppy Hippo of the Nile!” 


Said the Monkey with the agitated face, 
“Му acrobatic tight rope is a place 
Where I truly can’t permit 
A Rhinoceros to sit;— 


It hampers my agility and grace.” 


The Catamount so hearty and so hale 
Has tied a purple ribbon on his tail 
To dance an Irish jig 
For the melancholy Pig 
Who tootles on the tuba in the vale. 
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“Oh, Elephant,” proclaimed the fighting Monk, 
“We Chimpanzees are famous for our spunk, 
And I’m not afraid of knocks; 
But before we start to box 


You must wrap a feather pillow round your 
trunk!” 


The Frog who lived beneath the village pump 
Said: “Bless me! I am growing much too plump! 
So ГІ pack my green regalia 
For a trip to far Australia, 


Where ГІ teach the little Kangaroos to jump.” 
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GOOD NEWS 


An Eminent Cat has discovered, they say, 
A river of cream in the Great Milky Way. 
And a Mouse who has seventeen college degrees 
Declares that the Moon is undoubtedly cheese! 
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VIEWPOINTS 


Heap downward hung the bat; 
He looked on field and town. 
“It’s plain,” he chittered, “that 
The world is upside down!” 


“How funny!” laughed the pup; 
“ But then, it isn’t true. 

The world is right side up. 
What’s upside down, is you!” 
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THREE PONIES 


THREE little ponies who didn’t like their hay, 
Said to each other, ‘“‘Let’s run away!” 
Said the first, “I will canter!” 
Said the second, “I will trot!” 
Said the third, “I will run—if it’s not too hot!” 
And they all started off 
With their tails in the air, 
But they couldn’t jump the fence, 
So they’re all still there! 
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RABBIT TRANSIT 
Or Tue First SUBWAY 


Lona, long ago, before the Ark was freighted, 
Before the glaciers marched in crystal masses, 
An engineering Bunny excavated 
The Primal Subway under roots and grasses. 


The other Bunnies viewed the yawning funnel, 
At first, with doubt; but then, resolved to chance 
1, 
They chased each other through and through the 
tunnel;— 
And that’s the origin of Rabbit Transit. 
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THE JOLLY BABY 


A HEARTY, canty, tricksy imp of mirth, 
А roly-poly, rough-and-tumble elf, 
Euphrosyne presided at his birth, 
Or maybe Robin Goodfellow himself. 


He wears a waggish topknot, quaintly curled, 
His cheeks are apple red, his grin is sunny, 
That fearless little friend of all the world, 


And everything he does is somehow funny. 
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THE WINSOME BABY 


IN primrose daintiness, with grave, clear eyes, 
A little while she holds herself apart; 
Then winningly she comes, confiding-wise, 


To nestle in your arms and in your heart. 


Her voice the dove’s, her laugh the little stream’s, 
Her smile a ray of joy that warmly lingers, 
Her hand a dimpled miracle that seems 


To heal your soul with soft, rose-petal fingers. 
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THE INDEPENDENT BABY 


THE Independent Baby comes parading down the 
street, 


Completely independent from its topknot to its feet; 
And if it has a mother, nurse, or aunty anywhere, 


The Independent Baby doesn’t know or doesn’t 
care. 


The Independent Baby as it promenades along 

Declares its independence in a little humming song; 

It stares at all the windows and their merchandising 
pelf, 

But keeps its thoughts and fancies to its independ- 
ent self. 


The Independent Baby has the liking of its kind 

For every dog and puppy that is sociably inclined; 

To every dog or puppy and to any furtive cat 

The Independent Baby gives a patronizing pat. 
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The Independent Baby holds its independent way; 

What halts the tangled traffic and the wagon and 
the dray, 

The taxi with its tourist and the lorry with its load? 


The Independent Baby takes a whim to cross the 
road. 


The Independent Baby walks unfearingly at large 
In everybody’s confidence, in everybody’s charge; 


For all who watch, and watching, smile, are ready 
to defend 


The Independent Baby who is everybody’s friend. 
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А VALENTINE 


From Rosin Ноор то Ма» MARIAN 


Ir half be true that old men say 

Of good Saint Valentine his day, 

Oh, then above the melting snow 
The Snowdrops bashful kisses blow; 
The silver Trout of lake and linn 

Do swim together, fin to fin; 

The furry Hares of heath and shaw 
Do make their gambols, paw to paw; 
The Birds their mating carols sing 
And fly together, wing and wing, 
And all about the wakening land 

Go Youths and Maidens, hand in hand. 
Then, Ever-Dearest, hear my plea 
To wander hand in hand with me! 
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SLEEPY SONG 


Every little nail 
Asleep in the wall, 
Every little lamb 
Asleep in the stall, 
Every little flower 
Asleep in the dew, 
Oh, my little darling, go to sleep, too! 
Oh, my little darling, go to sleep, too! 
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THE VOICE UNTO PHARAOH 


“And the children . . . sighed by reason of their bondage, 
and they cried, and their cry came up unto God.”—Exodus 
2: 23. 


Pharaoh, Pharaoh, let my people go! 


My fettered children toil with aching limbs 
And wearied fingers, brain and spirit bound. 

Their puny forms are bent; the shadow dims 
Their straining eyes; their ears are choked 

with sound 

And thick with reek is every breath they draw. 
I gave them light to see and song to hear; 

I gave them Truth for guide and Love for law; 
And thou hast given darkness, blight and fear. 


Pharaoh, Pharaon, let my people go! 


In chains, unseen but strong, my children slave, 
Too dull for hopes or dreams, too dumb for 
prayers; 
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Thou, thou hast robbed them of the youth I gave, 
The world I made, the joy that should be theirs; 
These lives are coined to swell thy glittering store; 
Then darest thou plead, “Хау, Lord, I did not 
know! — 
Still heaping up their burdens more and more? 


Тһе sand is running. Let my people go. 
Pharaoh, Pharaoh, let my people go! 


Thy heart is hard. Be warned: The Plagues 


shall come. 


This wrong thou dost shall breed yet fouler 
wrong. 


Those lips shall speak in flame that now are 
dumb; 


Those feeble hands, through wrath and hatred 
strong, 
Shall rend where they have wrought. Yea, once 
again 
Disease, Rebellion, Crime shall overthrow 
Тһе selfishness that bred them. Sons of men, 
For dread of vengeance, let my people go! 
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PLAINTIVE NUMBERS 


THE YOUNG INTELLIGENTSIA 


Tue Young Intelligentsia 
Deplored our violencia; 
Our manners rude, 
Our morals crude 


Aroused their apprehensia. 


The Young Intelligentsia 
Maintained their own pretencia 
To finer souls 
And nobler goals 
With flaming eloquencia. 


The Young Intelligentsia, 
Devoid of recompensia 
(Devoted Һапа!), 
To save our land 
Put forth their full potencia. 
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The Young Intelligentsia 

Received in consequencia 
Rebuff and blame, 
And took the same 

With calm indifferencia. 


The Young Intelligentsia 
Would have no more nonsensia! 
“Adieu!” said they, 
And fled away 


To Rome or else Florencia. 


The Young Intelligentsia, 

Above our comprehensia, 
Have left us flat!— 
Enough of that; 

The rest shall be silencia. 
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EGYPTOMANIA 


AT present we’re throwing conniptions 
About the Egyptians, 
And lifting our Western sombreros 
To all the old Pharaohs, 
Though he who must bear the gravamen 
Is Prince Tutankhamen 
Whose sepulcher, bared to the gapers, 
Gives news to the papers. 
Now Mr. and Mrs. Schapiro 
Are headed for Cairo, 
While Timothy Jenkins et uxor 
Have tickets to Luxor; 
And soon shall our wandering teachers 
Descant on the features 
Of cities and temples of Nilus 
With eloquent stylus 
When each shall return with his booty, 
A petrified cootie— 
[ 229 ] 


А warranted-genuine scarab 


Purveyed by an Arab. 


We're іп for a deluge of gammon 

On Jupiter Ammon, 

Osiris and Apis and Isis— 

In fact it’s a Crisis; 

For sinuous-angular minxes 

Attired as sphinxes 

Already are taking grave chances 

In dangerous dances. 

Now, swift as the shaft of the bowman 
Belasco and Frohman 

Shall bear from some shattered pilaster 
The Work of a Master— 

A drama of blood and horrifics 

In strange hieroglyphics; 

Yea, though they are forced to invent it, 
They'll stage and present it. 


We change with a speed that amazes 
Our fads and crazes, 
But still, as our fathers before us, 


Go crazy in chorus. 
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Whatever the whimsey we’ve courted, 
*Twas always imported— 

Fantastic, repulsive, neurotic, 

But ever exotic. 

Last year was it Russian, Esthonian, 
Or Czecho-Slavonian? 

Last week was it Turkish, Hungarian, 
Or Madagascarian? 

No matter; to-morrow our fashions, 
Our paintings, our passions, 

Our garments of every description 


Will all be Egyptian. 
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BALLADE OF QUITE А FEW POETS 


Он, How I suffer! Every song I sing 
Reveals new griefs unknown to men of phlegm; 
Anguished, I tell what pains my bosom wring 
In verses measuring many a printer’s em. 
That life is woe, remains my theorem; 
My heart is like a bowl of battered delf, 
So cracked, so blue! My soul’s a clouded gem. 


Ah me! І feel so sorry for myself! 


How poignant is the beauty of the spring! 
It stabs me through! The rose upon the stem 
Can make me weep and wail like anything, 
Binding with funeral black my garment’s hem. 
And, weary sons of Japheth, Ham, and Shem, 
That hunger, yearn, and madly strive for pelf, 
Your agonies are mine—at least, pro tem. 
Ah me! І feel so sorry for myself! 
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Where is the ancient dynasty of Ming? 
Where is Assyria’s gorgeous diadem? 

What quinqueremes to Tyre will tribute bring? 
What camels seek thy sacred well, Zemzem? 
Mourn, mourn for Athens, Rome, Jerusalem, 

And other cities laid upon the shelf! 

Their troubles hurt me more than they dothem; 


That’s why I feel so sorry for myself. 
Envoi 


Prince, Caliph, Rajah, Potentate and King, 
Deplore my lot! A glum and gloomy elf, 
My spirit is a bird of broken wing. 
Ah me! І feel so sorry for myself! 


[233] 


THE GHOST’S COMPLAINT 


Wuy must you meddle, mortal men, with disem- 
bodied souls? 


I speak of painful matters, all-too-recent. 
O spiritists, O mediums who seek forbidden goals, 


Your goings-on are flagrantly indecent. 


You’re welcome to hypotheses of any shade or 
tinge; 
We do not mind your funny superstitions; 
But look for retribution when you ruthlessly in- 
fringe 


The liberties of free-died apparitions! 


It’s galling to be harried from a comfortable tomb 
Or cozy haunted house of seven gables 
To plunk a silly banjo in an atmosphere of gloom, 
To tittup chairs or teeter-tawter tables. 
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A spook of rare intelligence, admittedly sincere, 
_I may be gently led, but can’t be driven! 
But, oh, what foolish questions have bemused my 
spirit ear! 


And, ah, what antic answers I have given! 


They’ve made me write a novel on a squeaky ouija 


board— 
Some nonsense that I hope I have forgotten. 


“How beautiful! how marvelous!” they cried with 
one accord; 


And all the time I knew the stuff was rotten. 


I’ve had my photo taken by Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle; 
That picture is an awful psychic spasm! 
It’s libelous and scandalous; it made me fairly boil; 


I’ve lost at least a pound of ectoplasm! 


They snatched me from the party at the Second 
Spirit Church 
While chatting with a lovely little ghostess,— 
Your arrogant Society for Psychical Research,— 
And that was simply horrid to my hostess. 
[235] 


For freedom, gallant specters, let our banner be 
unfurled! 


We'll glide together, every ghost and brother. 


You folks had better regulate your own distracted 
world 


Before you interfere with any other! 


[ 236] 


ТО SIR OWEN SEAMAN 


To you whom last I saw absorbing lunch 


(“Туғав at the Cheshire Cheese, O princely glee- 
man), 


To you, sagacious editor of Punch, 
In point of fact, to you, Sir Owen Seaman, 
I tune my dulcimer; for you is blown 


My plaintive saxophone. 


Yet can you prize a feeble serenade 

When every week you have your Charivari? 
Who notes another star but faintly rayed 

If all his sky is gloriously starry? 
But though you want no medals, anyhow 


ГІ pin опе on you now: 


Because you knew your task—to hearten men 
For griefs that were and griefs to come thereafter. 
When all the world went mad, you proved again 


The saving sanity of valiant laughter 
[ 237 ] 


And reared against the tyrannies of earth 
Indomitable mirth. 


Besides, what edifying lights you throw 

On Uncle Sam, his nephews and his nieces! 
What curious Americans you know! 

They constitute an unfamiliar species 
Whose habitat is England; for, it’s queer, 
We do not meet them here. 


Their speech is odd; to us it’s heathen Greek. 
They swagger so; they strike fantastic poses. 
‘Their slang is weird and shamefully antique. 
They brag profusely, always through their noses 
And drawl persistently in joy and stress 
“Т reckon” or “І guess.” 


Enough of that. What difference does it make; 
For when did brother fail to mock at brother? 
So let us mock for old acquaintance sake 
And have our quips and flings at one another; 
But while we laugh, “What fools we mortals be!” 
Let’s emphasize the “че!” 


[ 238 ] 


A PLEA TO POETS 


WHEN Shakespeare told of Rosalind 
And brooks through Arden flowing, 
He sang, “ Blow, blow, thou winter wind! — 


And still the wind is blowing. 


Lord Byron penned the words, “Roll on, 
Thou deep and dark blue осеап!”-- 
The sea continued, thereupon, 


Its undulating motion. 


Again, “Sail on, O Ship of State!” 
You’ve heard Longfellow hailing. 
Please note that still, in spite of fate, 


That ship is somehow sailing. 


Then, Poets, masters of the spell 
Of thaumaturgic phrases, 

Restrain your wrath, and never tell 
The world to go to blazes! 
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RADIOLATRY 


THE worst of all idolators 
Are zealous radiolaters 
Who wreck the peace of erstwhile happy homes 
With drool of variometers, 
Detectors, galvanometers, 


Antenna, switches, batteries and ohms. 


Their eyes devoutly glistening, 
They'll sit for ages listening 
With clumsy rubber muffs upon their ears, 
And hail the shrieking mordancies 
Of far-away discordancies 


As though they were the music of the spheres. 


They'll stand for prosy summaries 
And monologues and mummeries 
Of folks you couldn’t wheedle them to see, 
[ 240 ] 


The rant of revolutionists 
And awful elocutionists, 


Because they come from Newark, XYZ. 


They'll take the driest serial 
So long as it’s aérial; 
They'll take the saddest sentimental gush 
The ambient may squeak to them; 
But if you dare to speak to them 
The only sound you get from them is, “Shush!” 


In Nome or sweet Lafcadio 
There’s no escape from Radio! 
Then, since you cannot dodge the atmosphere, 
My songs shall cheer or trouble you 
From Station PKW, 
Because, at least, I'd rather talk than hear! 


EPILOGUE 
(With the kind assistance of Mr. Longfellow.) 


I breathed a song into the air; 

That little song of beauty rare 

Is flying still, for all I know, 

Around the world by Radio. 
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BALLADE OF DIME NOVELS 


WHERE аге the tales that once we read? 

For none that come within our ken 
May equal those that filled the head 

Of many a worthy citizen 

Who thrilled with boyish rapture when, 
In retribution stern, but just, 

“The deadly rifle spoke—and then 
Another redskin bit the dust!” 


We had no malice, not a shred, 
For which of us would hurt a wren? 
Not blood, but ink was what we shed; 
And yet we bore ourselves like men! 
With Buckskin Joe and Bigfoot Ben 
We gripped our foe, as heroes must, 
Until, deprived of oxygen, 
Another redskin bit the dust. 
[ 242 ] 


On moccasin with silent tread 

We followed fast through marsh and fen 
To rescue maidens, sore bestead, 

From savage thrall or outlaws’ den. 

No odds we feared, though one to ten, 
No hatchet stroke nor bowie thrust, 

While still, in gloomy wood or glen 
Another redskin bit the dust. 


Envot 


Take up the long-neglected pen, 
Redeem its valiant steel from rust 


And write those magic words again— 
“Another redskin bit the dust!’ 


[ 243 ] 


SHORT CUTS ТО PARNASSUS 


Every truly modern bard 

Pumps his inspiration hard 

Over truly modern themes 

Far removed from purling streams, 
Lavishing effulgent words 

Over anything but birds. 

Modern poesy arouses 

Sentiment for slaughterhouses, 
Slums and dives, and subtly flatters 
Everything that bangs and clatters, 
Scorning rhythm, loathing rhyme, 


Apotheosizing grime. 


Now had gentle Robert Herrick 
Lyricized the creaking derrick, 
Or had hearty Geoffrey Chaucer 
Told about a baseball tosser, 
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Or had Moore, or better, Byron 

Thrilled about a movie siren, 

Or had Shakespeare’s limpid strains 
Hymned Elizabethan drains, 

Or had Tennyson and Keats 

Sung of Mott and Hester Streets— 

If such themes had chanced to strike them, 


How much better we should like them! 


[245 ] 


ON THE DECAY OF LYING 


MuncuauseEn’s lips, alas! are drifting dust, 
And dust are all the noble fiction weavers. 
Awake them not. Prodigious liars must 
Have audience of prodigal believers; 
And find me now the simple-hearted trust 
That gave Antiquity its grand deceivers! 
"Twas when our world was credulously youthful 


That men could be so gorgeously untruthful. 


But who to-day would hear and not deny 
If Mandeville, that prince of legend-molders, 
Should yarn about the Anthropophagi 
And men whose heads do grow beneath their 
shoulders? 
We put no faith in aught but Scotch and rye, 
Promotion schemes or advertising folders; 
To Sinbad’s tale we wouldn’t hark a minute 
Unless he whispered, “Sh! there’s millions in it!” 
[ 246 ] 


Professors doubt Herodotus his book; 
Our confidence in Malory is shaken; 
A few, perchance, believe in Doctor Cook 
Or swear that Shakespeare’s plays were writ by 
Bacon, 
And yet on gallant Captain Smith they look 
Askance, and hold him grievously mistaken! 
We cry, “Dethroned they lie—the great готапсегв!” 
“They lie! they Пе!” derisive Echo answers. 


Believe that sordid tales alone are true, 

And ПІ believe in faith that never varies. 
Believe in all that Science hints to you 

(And then retracts), and PII believe in fairies. 
Believe your printed sheet of saffron hue, 

And ГІ believe in Poesy’s vagaries. 
Believe whatever Sellers say to Buyers, 
But ГІ believe the old, artistic liars! 
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AS ТО POETS 


From the “Four Discourses” of Samarqandi, friend of Omar 
Khayyam, addressed to Prince Abul Hasan. 
“My Prince, ’twere well for good report 
To have a bard about thy court 
Whose song may cheer the laggard days 
And yield my lord his due of praise. 
But when a bard is ill to hear, 
I charge thee, lend him not thine ear 
Nor pay him either silver, gold, 
Or brass—at least, if he be old. 
For crows and owls are no whit worse 
Than full-grown men who make bad verse, 
And princely wealth is evilly spent 
That gives to such encouragement. 
For one long seized of man’s estate 
Who sings rude songs before thy gate, 
Unwitting how his numbers jar, 
Will never learn how bad they are. 
[ 248 ] 


Yet, if thy bard be young, have grace 

To bear with him a little space; 

The fledgling nightingale must grow 
Before he charms the rose; and though 
The stripling’s rhymes be somewhat rough, 


In time he may do well enough.” 


[249] 


BALLADE ОЕ WHERE INDEED 


WHERE аге the girls that once we met, 
Dorothy, Anabel, Rose and May? 
Maybe I knew, but I forget; 
Married, or dead or moved away. 
Where are the games we used to play? 
Where is the froth of erstwhile beer? 
Where is the wonderful one-hoss shay? 


Where are the snows of yesteryear? 


Where is King Solomon’s amulet? 
Tarshish and Nineveh, where are they? 
Nobody’s guessed the answer yet, 
Only they’re gone, it seems, to stay. 
What has become of the word “obey,” 
Spoke by the bride so loud and clear? 
Where in the world is last week’s pay? 
Where are the snows of yesteryear? 


[250] 


Where аге the curls of gold or jet? 
Vanished or bobbed or dyed or gray. 

Where are the hens that used to set? 
Where are the eggs they used to lay? 
Where is the deep, old-fashioned sleigh? 

Where are the songs that once were dear? 
Where are the Pipes of Pan? and, pray, 


Where are the snows of yesteryear? 


Envoi 


Prince! Yours received of Xmas Day 
Asking for things no longer here; 
And in reply to same would say, 


Where are the snows of yesteryear? 


[251] 


THE PUBLISHER 


Вік all the Stars that ever were 

That I am not a Publisher 

Who groans beneath the Midnight Taper 

Computing Costs of Ink and Paper! 

A sorry Lot is his, indeed, 

Imprinting Books he scorns to read— 

Pedantic Essays, gloomy Novels 

That feature horrid Slums and Hovels, 

Alleged Poetics raw and rough, 

And awful Pollyanna Stuff. 

With Stacks of Volumes, vital, gripping, 

Idyllic, virile, simply ripping, 

Produce he must, though Critics jeer, 

At least Three Classics every Year. 

And then,—and Nothing makes him 
wrother,— 

He has to pay the lazy Author, 

Who never really earned his Rent, 

A Royalty of Ten Per Cent! 


[ 252] 


SONG FOR ANTHOLOGIES 


(With the Compliments of the Season to W. S. 
Gilbert.) 


As the burglar still continues enterprising, 
Enterprising, 

He has given up the grosser forms of crime, 
Forms of crime; 

And is now anthologizing, ’thologizing, 
*Thologizing, 

Making free with other people’s bits of rhyme, 
Bits of rhyme. 

So he preys upon the products of the gifted, 
Of the gifted, 

Whom he doesn’t often have to reimburse, 
Reimburse. 

With the cream of many volumes gently lifted, 
Gently lifted, 

He compiles a Wee Anthology of Verse. 
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When he wants to put a penny in his purse, 
In his purse, 


He compiles a Wee Anthology of Verse 


When you chance to need some easy pocket money, 
Pocket money, 

You will thank me for this inexpensive hint, 
’spensive hint, 

For anthologizers,—which is mighty funny, 
Mighty funny,— 

Are not often asked to pay for what they print, 
What they print. 

For the poet thinks it helps his reputation, 

- Reputation, 

(And the poet really ought to have a nurse, 
Have a nurse). 

So for little work and ample compensation, 
Compensation, 


Just compile your Wee Anthology of Verse. 


When you want to put a penny in your purse, 
In your purse, 


Just compile your Wee Anthology of Verse. 


[254] 


ART FOR EXPORT 


WHEN the Cossack isn’t poking folks with lances, 
When the Tartar isn’t riding on a raid, 
They are improvising fascinating dances 


For the cultivated transatlantic trade. 


When the Czecho-Slav is scowling through his eye- 
brows 
He is working out a poem or a play; 
For the only art that captivates our highbrows 


Is the perfect art that comes from far away. 


When the Mongol isn’t worshiping his lamas, 
When the Russian isn’t picking on the Pole, 
They are meditating horrifying dramas 
That are tonics for the Occidental soul. 


When the kindly Turk is through phlebotomizing, 
He will ship us lovely books across the seas; 

For the only art that’s truly civilizing 
Is the art that comes from gentlefolk like these. 
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SPRING ON PARNASSUS 


Now comes the time for joyous rhyme; 
All Helicon discards 
Your ragged rows of sawed up prose, 


Ye tuneless modern bards! 


Go, take a bus! for Pegasus 
With lashing heels denotes 

His utter scorn for Free Verse corn 
And Polyphonic oats! 


[256] 


BLUE PRINTS 


Соме, let us model a marvelous роет, 
Somber or purple of hue, 
Close to our age as the wood to the phloém, 


Madly, flamboyantly new. 


Full of cacophonies, crudeness, and clamor 
Such as delight the Elect; 
Free of all trammels of meter and grammar— 


Form is a fatal defect. 


Let it be mordant, discordant, satiric; 
Only the loathsome is strong; 
Hullabaloo, and we'll call it a lyric; 


Shriek, and we'll call it a song. 


Schooled by the craft of your shrewd 
predecessors, 


Revel in argot and slang; 
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Erudite critics and vaudeville professors 


Praise the colloquial tang. 


Clearness, remember, is always absurd; 
Scorn as the ultimate crime 

Beauty of thought, splendor of word, 
Melody, rhythm, and rhyme. 


Ears that are tuned to the croak of the raven 
Hear not the thrush in the glen; 

Still shall the soul, as the ship to its Je 
Turn to the Poets again— 


Masters of tragedy, comedy, passion, 
Ancient but new as the spring; 
Singers, who, careless of foible or fashion, 


Wrangle not, rage not, but sing— 


Giving new eyes for the world and its splendor, 
Shields to the world and its darts; 
Lovers of loveliness, truthful but tender, 


Yielding the depths of their hearts. 
[ 258 ] 


Makers! who cherish in fame and derision 
Courage that dares and endures, 
Knowing the transient but holding the vision, 


Guard well the gift that is yours: 


Utterance, vibrant with something half heard 
Old as the sandals of Time, 
Fervor of thought, magic of word, 


Melody, rhythm, and rhyme. 


[259] 


ANNIHILATION 


THERE once was a Great Dinosaurian, 
Prodigious and phantasmagorian, 
Who perished of blight 
When a wee trilobite 


Said, “Oh, you are Early Victorian!” 


[ 260 ] 


THE PHLEBOTOMOUS FLEA 


A FLEA who felt phlebotomous 
Assailed a Hippopotamus; 
The Hippo, he 
Sat on the Flea, 


And, goodness gracious! what a muss! 


[ 261 ] 


CRITICISM 


THE Poet arose and he caroled a lay 
That was blithe as a breeze and as merry as May. 


The Critic demurred in the blackest of ink 
That a Poet should write for The People Who 
Think! 


The Poet intoned a reverberant swell 


That was wise as an owl and as deep as a well. 


The Critic complained that the song was too drear; 


What a Poet should bring was a Message of Cheer. 


The Poet presented a Monument built 
Of ballad and sonnet and lyrical lilt. 


The Critic pronounced that it couldn’t be worse!— 
A Poet should write in the freest of verse. 
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The Poet declaimed of the Soul and its Woes 


In fetterless lines of irregular prose. 


The Critic affirmed that the book was a crime! 
For Verse must have Melody, Rhythm, and Rhyme. 


The Poet implored, “In your critical view, 
What, Critic divine! is the thing I should do?” 


And the Critic replied in his critical wont, 
“Why, the thing you should do is whatever you 


don’t!” 


So the Poet dissolved in a river of tears, 


And the Critic lay down in the shade of his ears. 


[263 ] 


REQUIEM 


W’EN I am dead, 
Don’t jus’ t’row me away; 
Dig me a nice, warm grave instead, 
An’ leave me lay 
All among the Intelligenti, 
The Cognoscenti, 
The Illuminati 
An’ the Literati; 
But tell the other boys to come to the party 
An’ drink hearty! 


[ 264 ] 


ГҮКІС5 


HOW LYRICS ARE BORN 


A LITTLE flock of loving words 
Across the sky from Nowhere flew 
Like homing summer yellowbirds 


All caroling of you. 


[ 267 | 


SONNELLES FROM A MAINE CAMP 
I 
WINDS 


SoME winds, like robins, nest in trees, 
And some, like meadow larks, in grasses, 
While others cling to flowers, like bees; 
The gales that sweep the salt morasses, 
Like petrels, brood on stormy seas; 
And eagle winds, as wild as these, 
Their eyries make on beetling masses 
Of crag in rugged mountain passes; 
But wiser is the nestling breeze— 
The laughing, elfin breeze, that furls 


Its fragrant wings among your curls. 


II 
KATAHDIN STREAM 
IN cloudland born, Katahdin Stream 
Is fed by rills of lyric laughter 
[268 ] 


From moss-encradled pools that dream 
Beneath the cedar’s resined rafter 

Of distant Ocean’s golden gleam; 

So, down the mountain’s rocky seam 
It leaps and plunges, ever dafter, 
With all its waves cascading after, 

But soothes their brawling, frothy cream 
To flow in rippled music by 


The bark-roofed cabin where you lie. 


III 
Tue Trait To Lost 


Atonc the lovely trail to Lost— 
Lost Pond, whose name has mystic meaning,— 
Аге ferny hollows deeply mossed 
And groves of bridal birches leaning 
Above great bowlder-stones embossed 
With ancient lichens gray as frost, 
And fallen tree-trunks, slowly greening, 
And clumps of kindly bracken, screening 
The paths by furtive woodfolk crossed; 
And there, through veils of wilding grass, 
The fawns peer out to watch you pass. 
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IV 
MOUNTAIN Dusk 


Now Night the Herdsman brings to fold 

His creatures; bats and owlets hover; 
Across the fading rose and gold 

The heron trails, a star above her; 
And crickets chirp, and deermice hold 
Their elfin dances; clear and bold 

The wood-thrush calls her truant lover 

And spreads her downy wings to cover 
A nestling brood against the cold; 

And home, beneath our hemlock tree, 


My wanderer comes home to me! 


1 270] 


STORNELLI 


The stornello is an Italian Peasant song, nominally addressed 
“ғо some flower, but usually embodying a sly allusion to some 
one present or well known to the audience. 


I 


O Flower of Cedar! 

Why wander heavy-laden 
And sad and lonely 

To find a gentle maiden 
Who'll love you only? 

No longer need you tarry 
With none to cheer you, 

For she you ought to marry 


Is now so near you! 


II 


O Flower of Lilac! 
You come with all your feigning, 


Because I’m pretty; 
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And off you go complaining, 
“She has no pity!” 

So if you plague and fret me 
ГІ tease and taunt you; 

But if you dare forget me, 
ГІ die and haunt you! 


ПІ 


O Flower of Clover! 

No longer idly chatter 
Just like a starling 

Of things that never matter, 
My dove, my darling! 

For something sweet is missing 
About my dwelling— 

And lips were made for kissing 


And not for telling! 


IV 


O Flower of Hazel! 
You take a light siesta 
Beneath your awning, 
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And go to every fiesta 
To dance till dawning; 

You’ll win with all your prancing, 
You lazy sinner, 

A wife too fond of dancing 


To cook your dinner! 


[273 ] 


А PLEA 


STAMP not your little foot! 

My heart, my heart’s below it; 
For there my heart I put, 

And well, too well you know it. 
A quarrel’s aftermath, 

How long, too long it lingers. 
In dire though lovely wrath 

Clench not your slender fingers, 
They wring my soul! Nor let 

The smile be longer missing 
From lips in anger set 

That heaven made for kissing! 


[274] 


EUPHROSYNE 


Joy is a beacon,—and why should we smolder it? 
Care is a burden,—and why should we shoulder it? 


Mirth is a star of the sky. 


Space is a guess, and the world’s an experiment; 
Life is a sum, and our answer is Merriment. 
Nothing is less than a sigh. 


Love is a Harlequin, blithe and imperious; 
Youth is a Columbine, sweetly delirious, 


Fresh in the promise of May. 


Time is a pageant, and Now is the best of it; 
Why in the world should we fear for the rest of it! 
Dance in the glow of To-day! 


[275 ] 


CHARM FOR HER SHOE 


WHEN she wanders high and low, 
Lightly spurning clod and rubble, 

Chafe not, heel, and pinch not, toe! 
Fend her foot from stone and stubble! 


Meadow-scented, plashed with dew, 
Kissed by laughing daisy faces, 
Bear her blithely, little shoe, 
Let her tread in pleasant places! 


[276] 


WHAT ТО WEAR 


Wuar shall you wear to-day? A smile. 
No, not a pout!—that looks too simple; 
Nor yet a frown—that’s out of style; 
But Fashion still approves a dimple. 


Then wear your smile and dimple; those 
Demand no touch of art to flatter. 
Frocks, feathers, frills and furbelows, 


While often worn, don’t really matter. 


[277] 


ІМ А GARDEN 


THE stars are eyes; the fireflies 
Among the leafy covers,— 

Those elfin scamps!—with glinting lamps 
Betray the deeds of lovers. 

Beneath the rose the glowworm glows, 
The friendly dark dispelling; 

And ask me not of whom or what 
The crickets may be telling! 

Though gates be locked and paths forbid 

This love, this love cannot be hid! 


[ 278 ] 


ABSENCE 


WHEN Hope was young and you were nigh, 
My heart was glad as the wind-swept sky. 
But Hope is old and you’re afar— 

And my heart is dead as a withered star! 
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THE PIPER 


THE sky is gold that once was gray 
And all the world is bright with May, 


And every Jack shall have his Jill; 


Romance comes piping over the hill. 


[ 280] 


SNOWDROPS 


Farr Maids of February, 
Vestals of the Snow, 
Ye that love 
Gray above, 
Drifted white below, 
Lift your candid bells, whereon 
Heaven’s crystals shine! 
Greet for me my Love, upon 


This Day of Valentine! 


[ 281 | 


THE SCRIBE’S PRAYER 


HELP me to hold the Vision Undefled; 

To love, and, taught by Love, to understand. 
Lord, as a Father with a backward child, 

Guide Thou the Pen within my wavering hand! 


[ 282 ] 


BIVOUAC 


Our camp fire flames and glows through leafy bars 
Of graceful bending bush and lordly tree; 


Its transient sparks writhe toward the sad-eyed 
stars— 


And mortals yearn for Immortality. 


[ 283 ] 


А CHILD’S EPITAPH 


‘ ABOVE а low mound at the cedar tree’s root 
Is carved on a stone that is moldering dark, 
“Тһе Dove found no rest for the sole of her foot, 
And returned unto Him in the Ark.” 
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THANKSGIVING 


Ir God had willed, He could have made me meeker; 
But God, my God, Who orders all things well, 
Said, “You shall be a rebel and a seeker.” 


And, God be praised!—I seek and I rebel. 


[ 285 ] 


THE GOAL 


INCARNATE passion from her fiery birth, 

Against herself she strives, poor, blindfold Earth, 
To gain at last that unimagined boon, 

The silver-cold Nirvana of the Moon. 
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FAITH 


Last night I dreamed of Death: It seemed I lay 


Engulfed in blackness; yet some sense could 
mark 


For all the breathless gloom, the steadfast ray 
Of one far candle shining through the dark. 
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IN THE HOSPITAL 


ВесА0вЕ оп the branch that is tapping my pane 
A sun-wakened leaf bud, uncurled, 
Is bursting its rusty brown sheathing in twain, 


I know there is Spring in the world. 


Because through the sky-patch whose azure and 
white 
My window frames all the day long 
A yellowbird dips in a billow of flight, 


I know there is Song. 


Because even here in this Mansion of Woe 
Where creep the dull hours, leaden-shod, 
Compassion and Tenderness aid me, I know 


There is God. 


[ 288 ] 


GLORIA IN EXCELSIS 


O SKYLARK, upward carolling, far, far, far 
Above the moors of Devon 
Where mortals plod, 
Mount, mount the heights of heaven 
On sun-bright wings 
To be a star!— 
A star that sings, 
A star that sings to God. 
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THE SCRIBE’S COLOPHON 


THE task was heavy, gentle Master. When 
Through weary hours I drove the faltering pen 
That still across the rubricked parchment runs 
. For service of my brothers and Thy sons, 


Too heavy seemed Thy task; and then there 
came 


A breath of Thee that fanned my spirit’s flame 
And Toil was utter Joy. 
Oh, Thou 
That deignest, even now 
Upon Thine humblest scribe to look, 
Bless the Three Fingers that have writ this book! 
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ГЕХРОІ 
THE PIONEER 


Lone years ago I blazed a trail 
Through lovely woods unknown till then, 
And marked with cairns of splintered shale 


A mountain way for other men; 


For other men who came and came: 
They trod the path more plain to see; 
They gave my trail another’s name, 


And no one speaks or knows of me. 


The trail runs high, the trail runs low, 
Where windflowers dance, or columbine; 
The scars are healed that long ago 
My ax cut deep on birch and pine. 


Another’s name my trail may bear, 
But still I keep, in waste and wood, 
My joy because the trail is there, 
My peace because the trail is good. 


THE END 


НАН ЖҰМАН» Н 
4 ЖІКТІ»! ИК, 


оа еН ое мет е" ете Т 


ng fou tanner 


mie 


